MY WIFE. 

Hale, Amanda M 

Ballou's Monthly Magazine (1866-1893); Nov 1875; 42, 5; American Periodicals 
pg. 433 


MT WIFE. 

*BT AMAJT DA M. HATiW. 


•T y AB nnly a poor Bohftinlan when I first 
metHiisCastleton. I had been three years 
intheeity, bat had won nelther^famenor 
wealth. 1 had a few pupils, whom 1 met at 
their residences. I had aa atUc, where 
there was a ridicolons old kettle of a piano, 
.nij a great quantity of musical lumber. 
Here I slept, entertained my friends and 
worked. Beethoven, Hendelssohn, Mos- 
cheles, were my masters, and the piano 
bore its share in many remarkable perform¬ 
ances. I got my meals at a resteni^t, or 
went without them, as it hi^pmed. I had 
rarely a dollar in my pocket that, Imd ^t 
been appropriated ,in my imagination over 
and over again, before it earns into my pos¬ 
session. But 1 owned a host of frien^, 
genial, gay,gift^ all living the life 1 lived, 
all hrqdng, aspiri^ waithi^ worldng vrith 
ehemful i^enbe. I mi^t have l^i^ on 
so many years longer, lor Ums net kol^ 


a life, after all, but in a fateful houi I met 
hQss Oastleton. , 

It was thrbuipi Carl Bittingier' that it 
came about. Carl was'a fa^rlbidr^ Gter- 
man, reticent, specidative, and a genius. 
Separated from his^olln, Carl was a wall 

_all afloat upon the great sea of sighu and 

sounds called the world. The iiistiument 
was his other half—the completloh of him¬ 
self. I was the pianist at a'certaln rehear¬ 
sal of a famous singer. A few pen’ohal 
friends of the artist were' atoltted by spe¬ 
cial favor, and after the p^prinai^ was 
ended, these ^the^ in imots almut the 
hail, or withdrew tp the mtOrfooiM adjoin¬ 
ing.' I was upm the'^ 
still at^e'p|aho,,tJryIr^one shord! 
other, in ayagt^Vd^cfoiiu liao^^jjirt the 
'mood thM^^e rec^pizes^ 

.pit triiest-^'the state ont of whi^ 
inqdratlpns that future lairor will deyeiop 
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and endow with form. Vagae unrelated 
melodies went wandering through my brain, 
seeking expression by my fingers; but I 
was but a clumsy performer, and I was just 
uttering an exclamation of disgust at my 
own incapacity, when a footfall close by 
startled me. 

I looked up. It was my blu6.eyed Ger¬ 
man Carl, and near him a lady. If it had 
been his violin, Carl would have deported 
himself with ease and grace. As it was, 
there was a singular absence and embarrass¬ 
ment in his manner, and he looked over me 
at the bronze Beethoven, as he said; 

“ Btoddart, Miss Castleton does you the 
honor of wishing to make your acquaint¬ 
ance.” 

Kow I knew Miss Castleton was an ac¬ 
complished amateur, and by way of opening 
a conversation, I said I should, hardly have 
exposed my deficiencies so readily, if I had 
known she was within hearing. Miss Cas¬ 
tleton smiled, and her handsome gray eyes 
had a merry light in them, as she returned: 

“ Toil have been playing very badly in¬ 
deed, if you’ll pardon me for saying so. 
What is that thing you have been attempt¬ 
ing?” 

“It has no existence outside of my own 
brain," I replied, a good deal piqued and 
mortified. 

Miss Castleton drew off her gloves quiet¬ 
ly, and placed herself at the instrument. 

“Ifowif you will give, me some idea o^ 
it, I think I can please you,” she remarked, 
with the utmost nonchalance. 

I repeated a line or two from my written 
score—it was a half-finished operetta that I 
had in hand—and her wonderful memory 
seized, and her facile fingers rendered the 
passage with an accurateness and expres¬ 
sion that delighted me. 

“ Can you sing?” I cried, eagerly. 

“A little," she said. 

“ Try this.” 

It was a short passage, and she looked up 
in my face in a moment. I imagine she 
saw my surprise and chagrin. She had 
murdered my pet solo. 

“Well?” she said, inquiringly. 

“Miss Castleton, you play magnificently, 
but your voice is harsh and untrained. You 
will only play to me In future.” 

A wave of color flashed over her face, and 
her fine eyes showed scorn and anger. But 
in a moment she controlled herself, smiled, 
and said: 


“I think we shall get on excellently well 
now, Mr. Stoddart, Above all things, I 
adore frankness. Now I will recompense 
you.” 

She turned again to 'the piano, and for 
half an hour I revelled in what seemed al¬ 
most fairy music. Miss Castleton had a 
wonderful delicacy united with a great 
power of touch, and Chopin’s piry fanta¬ 
sias, and Mendelssohn’s graceful combina¬ 
tions, were never more exquisitely rendered 
than by her. She rose at last, and looked 
up at me with a luminous face. 

“Tou have given me a great treat,” I 
said, with enthusiasm. 

“ I read as much in your face, Mr. Stod¬ 
dart,” she returned, snilllngly, as she wrap¬ 
ped her cloak about her. 

“Then you will not suspect me of flat¬ 
tery?” I answered. 

“Ahno! Would you think it worth your 
while to flatter me?” And a weary proud 
look crossed her face. 

“Why not? Are not women fond of 
praise?” I said, somewhat puzzled. 

“ I don’t know. I care for appreciation. 
If you will come .and see me, and bring 
your operetta, I should like to look it over 
with you.” 

“ That would be delightful, and you are 
most kind,” IsMd, stammeringly; “but—” 

Could she know of my garret and my 
poverty? 

“ I know. -Tou are poor,” she interrupt¬ 
ed. “Carl told me—It does not matter. 
Where is Carl?” 

We both looked about for him, and be¬ 
hold he was hid away In an angle made by 
a turn of the balcony, drawing the bow 
across the strings of his beloved violin, with 
a face of peaceful ecstasy. 

“Carll” Iwentuptohim. “MissCas- 
tleton waits lor you to take her to the 
carriage.” 

“It is a real StradivariusP’ said Carl, 
coming forward in a sonmambulistic 
fashion. 

“ Come, Carl, wake up!” 

“Yes. And do you know Paganini 
played It at his London concerts?” 

, I looked at Miss Castleton, and we both 
laughed. 

“You must allow ms to come also.” 
And so I went out and stood on the pave¬ 
ment, while Carl, recalled to a confused 
sense of 'shblunary thin^, put her into the 
cbnpe. ‘ 
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“Beipem^r, you are to wme ?po 
me," Bhe said, le^ni^fonrarf, m^daiulVW» 
aa the TeUple drove away. 

“Come home with me, Carl!” And we 
went arm to arm. :** Who Is hlisB CaeUe- 
ton?" . 

“The finest amateur performer to the 
country,” said Carl, with a flash of enthu- 
siasnia 

“ I shonld think I had found out as much 
as that,” J returned, unacoouptaWy vexed. 

We had crossed the stoept, and were dlmb- 
Ing the stairs that le,d to my lodging, Carl 
went foremost, strode across the room, aim¬ 
ing for a violin W- the corner, which I kept 
for his especial delectation. But I antici¬ 
pated him, rush^ forward, and put it safe 
tmder lock and key in the closet, , . 

'^.Youreust tell me all about Hiss Creth- 
ton, before I let you pipy a note,” I said, 
with severe resolution. 

Despair ronsed Carl, . ,, 

“Well, welll Where shall I begin? O, 
her name Is Blanche, and she Is beaiitlf ul 
and talented, as you can see; andshelsricb, 
and—and my second cousin.” 

“ Are you to love with her?” 

Carl thought a moment before he replied. 

“Should you .think I am?” 

“ I should, think not,” J said, with some 
indignation, “If you are to any doubt about 
It.” Carl waslooktog longin^y at.the clpset- 
door. “She must be kind; she ashed me— 
a poor.Bohemian, .yon knowTTto. como and 
see her—nrged.it with that, graceful hospi¬ 
tality which her position gives her a right 
to use.’.’ 1 

“YesI” said Carl,, slowly. “She has 
wanted to know you for a good whllerrasked 
me to present you a year ago. She has a 
fancy for young geniuses,' always detects 
prospective lions, and praises themt.andthey 
fall to love with her.. They say Sho has a 
room where ahe.keeps their scalps-r’’ • 

“Tushl If the girl is a coquette, I wont 
go near her,” I said, almost angrily. 

“That would be.your safest way,” said 
Carl, with a hateful coolness. 

I arose, and slowly unlocked the closet- 
door. ' 1 . 

“Why didn't you present me before?” I 
asked, as I handed him the viplto.. 

' “I forgot It,” Carl answerled; and, the 
next imtonte:he: had forgotten everything 
except the^prectons vipUn. , 
i' .Do.iyou think’ I waa:to: a foolish state or 
ecaltation, because a pretty wont^ /had 


been ,kln4 to, me? I was only twenty-six, 
and ^new wemen only In dreams. ^ deter- 
i^ed i would, not go to pee Hiss Castleton 
that nlghtr-I would not swediier triumphs; 
I had no mind to :^h blindly into danger. 
Kevertbeless, I was singnlarly anxlpns for 
the mpintog to appear, and went. but at 
eight o’clock, though I knew it wonld not 
do to call before eleven, .Sut then. I had no 
intention of cailing. I would only just go 
and see .where she lived. 

It was in Contogbuig Square, and my Im¬ 
patience to get there was so great that I 
stepped into .the horsecars, and thereby de¬ 
pleted my scanty stock of scrip, besides 
cheating myself of my usual constitutipnal. 
Cpntogbuig Square was a little green sh^ed 
park, set ronhd by rows of stately brown- 
stone ironses. The park Itself, with its par¬ 
terres of bright flowem, its Faun aud its 
Flora, and its picturesque fouhtmh, was a 
ebarintog bit of nature toterpolated into the 
heart of the pity.. So near the. noisy 
thproughfares, yet so remote; a^ areund 
roared the grret semhto^ SCa of human life, 
yet stopped onfhe shores of th^ qaipt Eden; 
the birds i^ttbd ap^ . suiig, 'the fountain 
made muslpi .thp dbwere .blossomod> 
wind .rustled. to (he trees,, but no j^^llng 
disep^dhPPPP mPif^.lbiB natiual, hmahony. 
There one ^ould dream and work, and live 
and 4ie,; and Ihe. jresit^ city fieyer tatlhde 
t^pen ^e pleMant hbmi, or . take .note of 
one’s absence,.when ihc sitiilnese.hmP^PWed 
into.^e eterhil qviiet oi the her^terr. 

These han^ome palatial homes uere to 
strange conln^t with my garget;—to str^ger 
contrast stiil with certain sqnaUd homes 
that.I kjiew.. Of epurseit wotod be.ahsuid 
fprme tp ^1 upon Hiss Castleton., My visit 
to Contogbuig SW^e had tat^ht mb so 
much, at ipast. I had better go bach Ubw 
to my worki I might have inpTO better 
thaUito come, So I turned away, a little 
disheartened, a little bitter at the gipat In- 
eqnitoties qf condition. .But, as I did so, a 
window slid tip, and, startled .by .the sli^t 
sound. Hooked up tovjjluntanly, and there, 
framed to by the elegant cti^toa .that fell 
around hpr like the drapery to a picture,'was 
Hiss Castleton. 1 saw the red, bloofi leap 
up to hpr. (^eqks,. the flash of r^gtoitpn 
and pleasore. bight hF ber toe Pyes, bf 
conree.lt yirohld not 4p,to,gp atf’^y 
caniugncw.; aru} ihb.iupment I had.rnng 
theheli.atjimm^ri.twe’pit^^ ,,,i, 

, . I ,w,h?,8f»^ly 1“^ .Hone, .in ,theL.4f»>!(j^- 
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room, before the nutleof silk Intbepaasage 
betrayed that Hiss Castietoii was coming. 
In a moment a pretty white hand was iaid 
in mine, and I found myself welcomed in 
very sweet cordial tones. 

“ Tou have not brought your operetta with 
you, Mr. Stoddart. How did you ever dare 
disobey me? But you shall come up stairs, 
and I shall make you atone for It." 

And so, through long darkened^ halls, 
where the soft glow of pictures shone in the 
semi^darkness, over stairs that led up and 
np, past niches, where pallid statues leaned 
towards you with speaking faces, that seemed 
to animate the gloom, past a linnet^ that, 
high in a gilded cage, against an arched win¬ 
dow, sang of love and summer, and so to a 
large lofty room, where at first I could only 
distinguish the white glitter of the keys 
upon a grand piano that stood just within 
an arched alcove. 

“Now, first, I shall play you into good 
humor. You are a little bit cross, aren’t 
you?” said Hiss Castleton, with a piquant 
expression that became her wonderfully,' 
and then, without waiting for a reply sat 
down and played a brilliant fantasia, .^ter- 
ward, we tried one or two duets, and then 
at Miss Castleton’s command—it did not 
fall far short of that—I played the improvi¬ 
sation in what was, to me, a very poor un¬ 
satisfactory fashion. But when 1 struck the 
last notes, I looked up to see Miss Castleton 
standing near me, her face pale and rapt. 

“ O Mr. Stoddart,” she breathed ont, in a 
long satisfied sigh, “ yon are a genius,” 

I shook my head laughingly, deprecating 
such praise. 

“Don’t contra^ct me,” said Miss Castle¬ 
ton, with charming imperioqsness. “You 
will be a great man, and I shall be prond of 
having known you. Come, now, and see my 
pictures for your reward.” 

We went Into another room—a bijou of a 
gallery, the paintings all remarkablefortheir 
soft splendor of tone, some pretty good Ti- 
tianesque effects, Yenuses, rich in an opu¬ 
lence of color, Danaes drowned in golden 
light, everywhere a sensuous beauty that 
captivated the eye, nowhere the sentiment 
that interests the heart. And Miss Castle¬ 
ton stood among her pictures, as fair as they 
—^the same perfection of art, the same rich¬ 
ness and breadth of color. What was want¬ 
ing? Was I hypercritical to miss anything, 
while she stood there talking in those smooth, 
measured tones? Passing back tUrongh the 


hall, I noticed a small door that seemed to 
lead outward to the balcony, 

“Is that where you keep the scalps?” I 
said, playfully. 

She blushed, and answered, laughing: 

“ Carl has been telling you stories of me. 
Don’t believe him! Carl is a good boy, but 
his head is so far up in the clouds he 
doesn’t see what passes here distinctly. 
Look!” and flinging wide the door, a waft 
of perfume came out, and within was a maze 
of greenery and flowers. “So Carl told 
you I was a coquette?” she said, dreamily, 
as we sat down in the perfumed slumberous 
atmosphere of her parlor. “But what 
would you? I tire of art, and the people are 
so amuslngl” 

I gave her a sharp look. Was she amus¬ 
ing herself with me? She divined my 
thought Instantly. ' 

“You need not be alarmed, Mr. Stoddart. 
Yon shall have ail the immunities of genius. 
Ah, you are too much in earnest. I should 
never dare to be anything but very good 
with you. But I like you to be in earnest. 
So few people are.” 

I glanced down from the'window. A 
haggard laborer staggering under a burden, 
a thin-faced ragged girl, peering eagerly 
around the square for a bit of bread to keep 
her from starving, perhaps—^these passed 
across the space between the vapory iMe 
curtains. 

“Yes, Miss Castleton, I am a good deal 
In earnest. It strikes me that life is rather 
a serious thUg. Whenpeoplekiiowhunger, 
and cold, and loneliness, and wantin a thou¬ 
sand forms, they are apt to look upon life 
as not quite a holiday. I am in earnest I 
want to rise. I mean to be rich, some day, 
and then I mean to use my money as rich 
men ought” 

“ That is a very pretty dream,” said Miss 
Castleton, softly, “-But it vanishes like all 
dreams. Your proteges are ungrateful, and 
disgrace you^ your pet poor^ family get 
drunk, and are sent to the station together. 
You endow an institution, and the mana¬ 
gers quarrel about and absorb all the funds, 
and you get disgusted with benevolence and 
philanthropy, and begin to buy fine Slings 
for yourself, and indulge your own tastes 
and wlflms—^whichit would have been much 
better to do in the outset;” and she shrugged 
her shoulders prettily as she fi n i s h ed. 

“Ease and self-indolgencel Isthatyonr 
theory of life?” , .“j 
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“Prsciaalyr’ 

“A yerj Belfish one—paMon me for say- 
Ingao.” 

“ 0,1 dare say. But why should we not 
he selfish? Life Is short—let us enjoy it!” 

“ But the future I” 

“O^are mel I am afraid of ghosts!” 
she said, gayly. 

“At least, you have the merit of frank¬ 
ness, which Is a very rare one, now-a-d^ys,” 
I remarked. 

“Not more now-a-days than formerly. 
Uen have been deceitful from the founda¬ 
tion of the worlB.” 

“And women?” 

She put up her pretty hands. 

“ There speaks the c^c. We shall agree 
charmingly. And next time you come, be 
sure to bring your operetta.” 

1 accepted as my conge, and departed. 
But afterwards I went regularly to Conlng- 
burg Square. It was my first association 
with wealth and luxury, ordered by exquis¬ 
ite taste. I was dazzled and intoxicated. I 
began to think that they were essential to 
my happiness. Economy grew ^tasteful; 
my meagre garret became hatefhl.. 

The very air of Conlngburg Square, its 
seclusion and elegant repose, the perfumed 
half-darkened house, the rich soft carpets, 
the pictures, the statuary, the beautiful 
woman who fitted into these surroundings 
so admirably, satiafied my artistic,sense. 
And so my charmed feet tended thi&er al¬ 
ways. Carl was there often; but Carl'was 
her cousiu, and neither of us minded him. 
We played, studied music, talked as unre¬ 
servedly as if he were not present. Mean¬ 
time my talent grew; my public attempts 
were successful, and when my operetta was 
bron^t out, it was in a tempest of applause. 

1 went to Miss Castleton with the good 
news. It was bleak winter weaHier, and a 
slight illness had detained her at home. 
She was pale, and had an ab of pensiveness 
about her that made her more charming 
than ever. She listened to me, while I 
poured out my sanguine hopes and plans. 

“ That Is the way with yon,” she said. 
“ You men care for nothing but fame.' 
Ton leave us for IL We can do nothing but 
weep and wMt atfioBte.” 

A strange tiri gnng fire thrilled me as she 
spoke. 

” Wemensnreforaometbingelae,” Isald, 
in a tone that was hoarse and strange to tny 
own earn; “WecmeforloTe.” 


The tender eyes met mine. Her hand 
was half extended. 

“ If I were not so poor, Blanche—” 

“ But I am rich enough for os both,'! she 
cried, fiushing and smiling, 

I went home that night to my supper of 
bread and tea. I wanted to think it over, 
to understand it ail. I, the poor Bohemian 
artist, the accepted lover of Miss Castleton I 
In the course of the evening Carl saun¬ 
tered in.. Was it because ! had been so en¬ 
grossed with my beautiful love, that I had 
not noticed how haggard he was, from what 
dark hollows his luminous eyes shone? I 
spoke of him to Miss Castleton the next day. 

“Ton should do something for him, 
dear.” .. • 

” 'Why, Carl is not poor. He has a pretty 
fortune of his own.” 

"Hotpoorl But he lives like that.” . 

“ 0, but Carl isnotUke you, you naughty 
Sybarite. He does not care for ail the nice 
tblnga that you delight in,” she said, play¬ 
fully. i 

“ It is you who have spoiled me,” I said, 
with some shame. 

“And I mean to go on spoiling you.” 

I was doing a great deal of work just at 
this time, and to my own satisfaction. But 
this feeling, I found, to my surprise, was 
not shared by my artist friends. I arranged 
a cantata, and they cried out that it was 
fiimsy and meretricions. Wantof strength, 
of power, of earnestness, of everything upon 
which I had prided myself, was detected. I 
was angry at my critics, and mortified and 
discotuaged at myself. In this inood, an 
invitation to conduct a musical convention 
in the country was a godsend. I bade Miss 
Castleton good-by, and went, 

It was a little mountain town, far in,the 
heart of the country. On. ordinary,days, 
the white roads that wound , over the hills 
and through the woods were, lonesome and 
still, but now a long line of vehicles,came 
up and np from the remote towns, and. the 
little quiet village was full of unwonted 
sounds. The organ in the church squeaked 
out doleful discordance .under the hands of 
amateur players, and i^m.everyneat farm¬ 
house came for& the,and quavers.of 
early and late prac^^g, ., ^ere were somd 
artistic deficiencies, ;tat, .they ,to^ .hold, of 
the work with an enthusiasm thsd eurpris^ 
and delighted me. ..There, was somothj^ 
wholsumiie .and refmshing. in, tbsscia^ple 
country l(fik; .>vhe'ai.met,them.to.pra(i^{^ 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission 




I welcomed at once the round, frcah, unaf¬ 
fected voices, and rejoiced at the absence of 
ridiculous crescendos and trills. 

A sweet pure soprano, that came In like 
a bird’s song, caught my ear at once, and I 
looked around to see a small shy girl, whose 
eyes fall timidly under mine. 

“Who is it?” 

“ Margaret Alisonl” was the answer, with 
evident pride; and I soon made out that 
Margaret Alison was the pet singer of the 
country, and the pride was surely justifiable. 

Afterward, if I missed her voice, the 
rehearsal became dull. Yet I had never 
spoken to her—hardly even caught a glance 
from the shy sweet eyes. And so it went on, 
until the day before the last public perform¬ 
ance. I went early to the church, and there 
was Margaret, with some companions, at 
the organ. 

The young girls stole away soon—they 
were shy of the director, and wanted to chat 
without restraint—but when Margaret 
would have followed, I detained her, made 
icr sing to me, and afterwards adroitly 
wooed her to talk, and gave her some in- 
■struction that she needed. Sitting there in 
the twilight of the old church, she looked 
like one of Domeuichino’s saints, her white 
hands dreamily folded, her eyes haif-bash- 
jfuUy lifted to mine, eager to learn what I 
taught. I rose and stepped back, the better 
to illustrate some technical point. The loft 
had been floored over to the outside balus¬ 
trade, and I heedlessly stepped clear to the 
edge. The next Instant a sharp pained cry 
warned me, but too late. I went down to 
the floor below, falling heavily, and getting 
mercilessly bruised. But I retained my 
consciousness. I heard swift feet flying 
over the stairs, and in a moment my head 
was raised, andMargaret’s eyes, full of ter¬ 
ror and pity, looked down at me. 

“0, It is all my fault!” she-sobbed out. 
“ Do you think you are much hurt?” 

I tried to falter out a reply, but a sicken¬ 
ing faintness came over me. Ages upon 
ages seemed to lapse away, and nothing 
was clear to my consciousness. Sometimes 
there was a vision of an open window, 
where a white curtain fluttered in the wind, 
and beyond, a range of wooded hills, rolling 
'fleldsimd the clear blue sky above; some¬ 
times I fancied 1 heard soft voices and light 
steps about me; a benign matxonly lady 
looked at me with pity in her face, and 
anon a dond of golden hair would dazzle 


my tired eyes. At last, one day, this con¬ 
fused dream ended, and I woke sane and 
free from fever. But it was surely Marga¬ 
ret Alison who stood by, her violet eyes 
dewy and glad, a tremulous smile on her 
lips. 

“ What Is it? Do tell me I” I said, vague¬ 
ly wondering. 

“ You fell In the church, you know, and 
as our house was the nearest one, you were 
brought here.” 

I turned my eyes to the window. The 
white curtain waved gently, and beyond 
was the freshening country. 

“ Those are real trees?” I said, doubtfully. 

“To be sure,” laughed Margaret. “It 
is spring, you see—I found violets in blos¬ 
som to-day. You have been ill three 
weeks.” 

“ Three weeks I And the singers?” 

“Are all gone home. They had to do 
without their director.” 

“And without their beloved soprano?” I 
said. 

“Yes. It was my duty to look after you, 
because it was by my fault that you fell,” 
she said, demurely. 

“Well! we will finish that lesson some 
day. Have no letters come for me?” 

“O yes; plenty of them.” 

I opened one that I knew was from Miss 
Castleton. “So sorry that I was hurt- 
supposed it was not serious—^hoped I would 
get away from that barbarous place as soon 
as practicable; She would come to see me, 
only she could not possibly leave town just 
now.” And then a long melange of per¬ 
sonal and art-gossip, in which I was singu¬ 
larly uninterested. 

Presently the matronly lady, who proved 
to be Margaret’s mother, came in, and for¬ 
bade either reading or talking. And so I 
lay in a pleasant quiescent state, for that 
and many following days, watching the 
ever-brightening spring, watching Margaret 
in her dress of %'iolet, or azure, or gray. I 
used to try to imagine her among Miss Cas¬ 
tleton’s luxurious surroundings, but I could 
never fit her into the picture. A back- 
* ground of green fields and clear sky suited 
her best Then, as I slowly grew better, 
we talked, and Margaret worked and sang, 
and I brought; out my latest works, and laid 
them upon the old-fashioned piano, in the 
homely pleasant parlor, and : condemned 
them one by one. How superficial, how 
affected, how weak they were 1 My illness 
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bad swept the cobw;eb8cl^ fwniiny brain. 
And all this time Miss Castleton’s letters 
werennanswered. To reply to them, would 
be to put myroU in connection wkh that 
old mode of life, which was become hateful 
to me. I tried to think I was too weak to 
go; but Margaret said one day, with an 
abruptness that was not ungrace^ in her: 

“Mr. Stoddart, have you no work to do 
in the world?” 

“None that is worth doing,” I said, 
siuprised. 

Her eyes kindled. 

“ Ton can say thatl If I were ah artist 
like you, I should not find life meagre. Mr. 
•Stoddart, you should be ashamed to be so 
blaae.” 

“But, Margaret, you don’t tao^ how 
nnsatisfoctory I have fotmd my success. 
My life has been wasted upon trivialities.” 

“ Take it up anew, then. Make it worth 
livingl” 

“ I cannot take it up anew,” I said, bit¬ 
terly; and I began to feel that I was bound, 
and that my bondage was Irksome. 

She tum^, and her clear eyes seemed to 
search me. 

“Margaret, Margaret!” I cried. “Do 
not blame me. Help mel” 

She came round by my chair. The ylolet 
dress touched^ me. The pure atmosphere 
in which she llyed encompassed me. 

“How can I help you?” she said, very 
softly. 

“1 have made a great mistake, Margaret. 
What shall I do?” 

“ Just what is right, no matter at what 
cost,” she said; but her voice went very 
low, and her cheek grew 1711116 with the 
words. 

There was a long silence; then at last I 
said: 

“Yes, Margaret, I ■will.” And then, 
though I longed for it, I tmmed away from 
the divine pity in her eyes. 

A step at the door, a rurtle in the en^, 
and Miss Castletpn entered, radiant and 
queenly. 

‘'Blanche?’ 

“ How do you do, Roger?” 

And then she looked Margaret over, tm 
inquisition that I attempted to ^d by pre¬ 
senting her. Matgaret went out in a mo¬ 
ment, and there was scorn and fire in Miss 
Castleton’s handsome eyes, as she said: 

“ Do you mean to be a villain, Mr. Stod- 
dait?” 


“No, Miss Castletonl” 

“ I think,' then, we had- better ietnm to 
Boston to-morrow.” 

“ Very well?’I said. And so Miss Pas- 
tleton trailed her rich dress over the ingrai t 
ca^ts till the morning train left. 

Margaret did not come down. Indeed, 
Miss Castleton’s manner towa]^, her was 
such that she could not have done so with 
dignity. And so, instep of a farewell, I 
had only a glimpse of a snimy head, and a 
pair of sad sweet reproachful eyes, that 
haunted me long. 

I went round to Conlngburg Square the 
day after my arrival in town. I was shown 
up into Miss Castleton’s parlor, and I stood 
wltidn the alcove, shaded by its curtain, 
looking over some new music that lay upon 
tlie piano'. Presently I heard voices, and 
Miss Castleton came in.. I thought.at first 
that the person who attended her was come 
to take Some order, but I was presently un¬ 
deceived. 

“This is most heartless conduct of 
yours,” said Carl. “'Why not confess that 
your liking for' Stoddart was already wan¬ 
ing, and was only resuscitated by -what you 
heard 'of the little cduht^ ^rl?” , ' 

“Upon my word, Carl,”' rethnisd Hiss 
Castletou’s musical voice, "your penetra¬ 
tion is fearful 1 I am more than ever Sure 
that we understand each other too' welll ever 
to get on together.” ' : 'i ■ /. ’ 

“And do you inean'to break your promise 
to me, then?” saldCSrl, an^y. . ^ 

‘‘.Cela depend!” And she humtaeid au 
air, that was quickly Interruptedby a shtlek. 

She had caught sight of me. I stepped 
out from the shadow of the curtain, in time 
to see Miss Castleton grow suddenly wHitb. 
The’seene in the little country parlor fiashed 
across my mind, and 1 Was ni^lless. ' ‘ 

“ Miss Castleton, I assure you that I iras 
an involuntary but most interested'listener 
to the conversation that has just taken 
place.. Considering our relation, you- will, 
perhaps, allow me to ask the nature of your 
promise to Mr. Bittlnger?’! ' : - .i 
She flushed crimson, glaiteing at Carl im¬ 
ploringly. ; ' ‘ ' 

“Tell him'?’Said Carl. •' ';' ' 

Miss Cn^Iiitph 'pUUed' at 'ibb taSsel upbin 
her breakfaSt^hiwtrtili^thd’blt *<d‘hnght 
wool dropped to'&Vflddr.^ 'I^en'sherd^bhi^d 
up, paling to the Ups. 

“ I promised to marry him,” she said, in 
a hard tone. 
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“How long ago was that?” I asked, 
Binazed. 

“ Four years I” 

“Four years,” repeated Carl; “and I 
really think she cares more for me than for 
any of her other lovers;” and he looked at 
her with a curious disapproving tenderness 
of expression. 

Miss Castleton was fingering the engage¬ 
ment ring I had given her. I saw a swift 
movement, and the next moment the glit¬ 
tering bauble fell at my feet, and Miss Cas¬ 


tleton had left the room. I picked up the 
ring, and walked over to Carl. 

“ I wish you all happiness, Carl.” 

“ You are very good. But whether I am 
happy or no, I cannot help myself. She 
crept into my heart years ago, when she was 
a little girl, and she will stay there till I die.” 

It is not long since that I met Mr. and 
Mrs. Bittinger at a fete, and I was thankful 
that the little golden-haired woman‘beside 
me was my wife, and not the stately lady 
who swept past us in her velvet robes. 
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MT WIFE’S SILK DKESS. 

BY N. P. DAKLINO. 


Wk’d only been married about eiz 
moutbs, and the novelty hadn’t begun to 
wear ofi. Fannie calied me her “dear 
Charles,” besides numberless pet names. 
It might have sounded ratberfoolisli to old 
maids, bachelors and sober married folks, 
but to us. It was'an altogether different 
thing. We loved each other then, as no 
words can express—my darling blue-eyed 
Fannie 1 

1 was only twenty-two, and Fannie was 
jnst seventeen, so of course we had neither 
of us seen a great deal of the world; but I 
had never tbouglit that Fannie could possi¬ 
bly love any one but her “ dear Charles.” 
Jealous of Fannie 9 bless me 1 But remem¬ 
ber, my boy, it is just when one feels most 
secure in the love of a woman tbat she 
trips. Perhaps I should never have sus¬ 
pected Hi'yibinr, but for my particular 
i.'luuu Tibbs. He warned me Brst. You 
see Tibbs is a gentleman of leisure. He is 
employed sometimes by Street, Walker, 
Doolittle dfc Co., and it was while he was 
with that firm tbatl made his'acquaintance. 

Tbe week before I was married, Tibbs 
was busy all the while making prepara¬ 
tions. ’Tibbs selected half the furniture 
for the house. He put It in order. The 
piano should stand there, the lounge here, 
and the whatnot should be in Ihis corner. 
This splendid landscape must bang here, 


where the light was good, another painting 
in water-colors by my .dear Fannie, should 
bang here, it would look belter in the shade. 
Fannie couldn’t exactly see that, but then 
as -Mr. Tibbs was a particular friend of her 
dear Charles, she bad all confidence in him. 

Tibbs was groomsman, of course. He 
was thu first person that kissed my wife, 
after the cerepony was performed. He 
took the first piece of our wedding-cake. 
He helped himself first at the marriage 
feast, and poor Mrs. Brown (my dear Fan¬ 
nie’s mother), good old soul, being easily 
confounded and muddied in her ideas, be¬ 
came confused, and took Tibbs by the band, 
and with great tears in her eyes begged 
him to be a good kind husband to her 
daughter; ^d Tibbs one oi the mo.-;t a?- 
cmninoiialnig men you ever saw, promised 
ke would, and then my dear Fannie’s moth¬ 
er gave him a great rousing kiss. 

As the carriage came to the door, Tibbs 
stepped out and helped my wife in. I fol¬ 
lowed. “ Good-by, Charlie, my(boy,” and 
Tibbs gave me his Jiand, though his eyes 
were fixed upon my wife. “Adieu, 
Fannie.” 

We were off upon' our wedding todr a 
month. ' 'When we returned, “Tibbs stood 
In The door of our hewhoUse to receive us. 
He kissed my wife again;' Now Tibbs is a 
very particular friend of mine; butT dou’t 
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like to have a parUeular friend make a 
regular practice of kiaslog my dear Fannie. 
But nevertheless, 1 was ver; thankful to 
Tibbs for ail his kindness to me. 

^ler that he made a practice of coming 
to our house two or three evenings every 
week, and he always took his Sunday din¬ 
ner with us, after service; and of course he 
knew quite as much about our household 
affairs as 1 did myself. He took quite as 
much interest in them, too. . 

But at last, when Fannie’s birthday was 
approaching, 1 .bethought me to make her 
some sort of a present. But what should 
1 get her? That puzzled me. 1 was just 
passing Orumlet’s, and through the blinds 
I saw Tibbs sitting in an easy^thair, with a 
paper in bis hand, a cigar in bis mouth, and 
bis feet (Tibbs had small and handsome 
feet—wore fives) upon the table before him. 

“Ah, yes, there’s Tibbs. He can decide 
the question. It is.warm, too, a ‘ cobbler’ 
wouldn’t go bad, and Fannie needn’t know 
if I don’t kiss her when I go home,’’ and 
so I walked in. 

Tibbs sprang up and grasped my hand, as 
though he hadn’t seen me for a fortnight. 

“ Bless you, ole fellah, how are yerf” . 

“ Iiovely, my cherub, quite lovely, only 
it’s rather warm.’’ 

“ Jest so. What’ll you be iced with ?’’ 
asked Tibbs, with such an angelic smile on 
his countenance. 

“Ah, well—Tibbs I” Tibbs grew serious, 

“ Fannie must not know anything about 
this.’’ 

“Of course not.’’ . 

“ Then I’ll take a soda—cocktail.’’ 

“ Same for me.’’ , 

“Now, tibbs?’’ 

“ Well, my dear Charlie.’’ 

“ Fannie’s, birthday is approaching—of 
course she will expect a present. Of coarse 
she must have one,. Now what would you 
advise. . What sort of a present?’’ 

“Present? Well, let me think,’’ and 
Tibbs stroked his. whiskers. “Why, a silk 
dress, a diamond necklace, any sort of 
jewelry, or poodle dog, silver, .mounted, a - 
saddle horse, or a coach and four, or ar-’’; 

“Pshawl Do you remember what my 
income tax was?’’ 

“ Well, I didn’t know but you wanted.to 
launch out I But what objection to the 
dress?: A silk dress, I presume, would bo 
just the article your wife would choose,if. 
she were consulted upon this-matteri’’-. m " 


“I think you are right. Now 1'think of 
it, I remember hearing her :say a week ago ' 
that she wished she had another'silk. ' Buf' 
bless met Tibbs, I could - never choose a ' 
dress.’’, ' 

“ Well, perhaps 1 might.’’ 

That was just what I wanted. 'Tibbs • 
had taste. We started right oft to make 
the purchase. It took us some time (or 
Tibbs rather) to get the article that suited 
exactly. 

“ Just enough to make a dress, sir. Not 
another piece like it in the city. Sold all 
but this to the Figginses of New Tork. 

'The lady who wears this, sir, will cause all 
her female friends to howl with envy,’’ 

“I’ll take it, durn me if I don’t!’’ I 
hissed between my.teeth. 

“ It’s a splendid thing,” remarked Tibbs, 
in an undertone. 

And so I took it, and carried it down to 
the office, and locked It up in my desk un¬ 
til my dear Fannie’s birthday arrived. 

Now I should really like to describe the 
pattern of that silk dress, for it was really 
a splendid thing, as every one said who saw 
it, but as ^ am fully convinced that the 
reader could have no better idea of it titan 
I have, did I attempt to describe, and as I 
am willing to own that I don’t know how 
it did look, except that it was really “splen¬ 
did,” and was very rich, and would stand . ^ 
alone, why, of course you’ll excuse me 
from making tlie attempt. il was only sure . 
of one thing, and that was that I could tell 
that silk dress as far as I could, see it on the 
street. 

Well, when Fannie's birthday arrived I 
brought home the silk dress, and presented 
it to her; and 1 made a really fine presen- . 
tation speech, at least/ Tibbs said! did, fan:, 
be was there, and of Course he ought.to:', 
know. And Fannie, why, bless her.soull '! 
she was'BO surprised and.gratified.tbat she.', 
dropped the dress, fell into my arms, and :i 
gave me such a kiss t that I felt really more i 
than repaid.,;. 

Well, perhaps I wasn’t a happy man for 
a weeki.after: tbat--i'I..mean Isuperlatlvely' 
happy, lor l.'am always pretty well pleased.;.i 
with .the world/ and. myself, and: Fannie—.. 
weH,!yoa;knoWi,',;'I i .li. .. 

Buti my .joysi.reacbed a. climax,. whend! ‘ 
after a short delay, the. dress was broughtj..! 
home from Uadam Fitemnice’s alhcut and . 
-made, tcimmdB, friimd/andy.wellt’il don't.'o 
know what loqsh’tidone to lit, and>.;iealiy'I:'c . 
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don’t much know what was; but you should 
base seen my wife with it on. Wbat a fit! 
Well now, I never took much notice of 
ladies’ dresses, but I am sure that I never 
saw anything that seemed to come In just 
so perfect as that particular silk dress. 
Tibbs said so, too, for he was there at the 
time, and Tibbs pretends to to kuow some¬ 
thing about dresses. 

If I ever did have an idea that Fannie 
was an angel, it was just at that particular 
minute when she gilded into our drawing¬ 
room, arrayed in her new dress for the first 
time. To say that I was enraptured, doesn’t 
half express my feelings. In fact, 1 find no ■ 
words In Webster strong enough to express 
my feelings and high pressure emotions. 
Tibbs could, though. He spoke his admira¬ 
tion, but mine boiled within me. 1 was 
dumb; but Fannie must have seen in my 
eyes wbat I felt, and what 1 would have 
said, had I not been born “ tongue-tied.” 
That has always been my trouble. 1 think 
I’m a poet in the depths of my soul. But 
when my soul would give expression to its 
aspirations, its hopes, its fears—when it 
would bring forth some great thought, that 
perhaps would give dear Fannie’s husband 
undying tame, my tongue refuses to dis¬ 
count. Heart-reudlug, Isn’t it? 

But now, my dear reader, 1 come to the 
most affecting part of my story. How 
could that beautiful blue silk dress ever 
have brought so much sorrow, such tears, 
such woes to me? I should never have 
dreamed it; but it did. Tibbs can testify 
to that. 

I reside on Hollis Street, in that large 
brick bouse with blue blinds, standing back 
from the street, with those great tall elms 
in front, of. it. There is an observatory 
upon the house, which you may have 
noticed, .with four large'Windows in it of 
stained glaiss. ’Tibbs and 1 often go up 
there to smoke our cigars and discuss 
politics. 

Directly opposite my bouse, in a small 
cottage, which stands very near the street, 
by toe way, and which, during the summer 
months is completely covered with vines 
and-Sowen, lives Uiss Flora Dudley, a lady 
of uncertain age. Tibbs boards with her. 

’ Be has the front room up stairs, command¬ 
ing a fine view of my house and grounds. 

It was Wednesday morning, about ten 
o’clock. The weather was: fdr, and the 
Wliid wu south-rl always feel particularly 


good-natured when the wind blows from 
that point of the compass. There was a 
vary bright smile upon my countenance. I 
held the morning paper in my hand, though 
I was not reading. I was seated in the 
back office, near the west window. Green 
was whistling “Old Dog Tray” with the 
” Mocking-bird ” variations — something 
quite new—no one whistled it but Green, 
our head clerk. He knew I was in, good 
humor, or he wouldn’t have dared to 
whistle. 

At this moment I heard the outer office 
door open, some one came In, and walked 
throngh. I turned around, and looked up 
just as Tibbs reached the door of the back 
office 

“Tibbs 1” I cried, in alarm, “whathas 
happened?” 

I knew something had gone wrong, for 
he was pale as death. I placed a chair for 
him, and raised the window, and then ran 
for a palm-leaf fan. When I returned, 
'Tibbs had recovered his color somewhat, 
especially around his nose. 

“ Charles,” eaid he, in a deep hollow 
voice, that seemed to gome from the tomb, 
“prepare yourself,” and he took my hand 
in his. 

“Tibbs—Ti—whatl Sir? Speak?’ 

“HushI I hardly dare. Can you bear 
it?” 

Now I was somewhat excited, as you may 
suppose, and if Mr. Tibbs hadn’t been my 
particular friend, I should have been 
tempted to pitch him out of the office for 
daring to disturb me in such a manner. If 
he’d gut anything to communicate, why not 
out with it? I< don’t think there is any 
. reason In frightening a man to death to 
prepare him for bad news. 

“ What do you mean ?” I asked, not a 
little alarmed. 

“ Hush 1 Charles, my boy, listen.” And 
Tibbs brought my ear down to his lips, and 
then whispered loud enough for the whole 
office to hear, “ Site’s false f” 

“False! Who the deuce is false?” I 
asked, regarding Tibbs with a vacant stare. 

He had fallen back in bis chair, com¬ 
pletely overcome. His small leaden blue 
eyes rolled horribly, I thought he was in 
pain. 1 believe I bad an idea that he had 
proposed, to Miss Dudley and been rejected, 
though ! must have been wandering in my 
mind to have supposed the latter. 

“ Whom do. you fafer to P’ ,. ' 
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“FaDni^yoor wifeP’ he gasped. , 

“No, no, not that? Fannli falseP’ I 
seized Tibbs by the whiskers. He howled 
with pain. 

“ Hnsay those words, or by —” 

“ They’re true. I saw that dress! 'Twas 
her, I’d swear.’’ 

I calmed myself with a great effort. 
Tibbs sat quietly In the chair, while I 
walked up and down the office. At last I 
stopped, and seated myself on the table, 
directly in front of Tibbs. 

“Now, Mr. Tibbs, wlli you oblige me by 
telling your story, if you have any to tell ?’’ 
and I frowned upon him. “Be short and 
concise.’’ 

“Well, sir,” Tibbs began, “at nine 
o’clock this morning, I was sitting at the 
north window of my room, when I saw 
your wife come out of your house by the 
front way. She wore that blue silk dress 
that you gave her upon her birthday. She 
went down towards Crosby Street, and I 
thought nothing more of the matter; but 
in about fffteen minutes T saw her return, 
hanging upon the arm of a gentleman —” 

“ Gentleman P’ 

“ Well, a man. She wore a veil over her 
face now, but that did not hide her blue 
silk dress—you know there’s not another 
like it in the city. I was astonished. What 
could I do but follow them ? I did. They 
went up Hollis Street to Eaton Street, 
then turned down that, and stopped at a 
large house of very respectable appearance, 
five doors from the corner. When they 
went up, the steps, I rushed forward just in 
time to see them disappear throngh'the 
door. The woman raised her veil jnst as 
they were going in, and 1 saw— 

“Who?” 

“TourWel" 

“ Could you swear?” 

“I could.” 

“ Give me, your hand, Mr. .Tibbs. Ex¬ 
cuse me if I wae.rather rude when you 
first come in. Ton are .my only friend' 
nowP’ And I turned away to hide my 
emotion. Men’s hearts, some say,, never 
break, but mine, seemed, broken, tben,.. It 
mattered little what became of me then., 
If 1 could; only have died believing her 
truel 

“WeilP’ Tibbs started from his seat. 
“What will you do, Charlie?!’ , 

“iDo? . Nothing.: If she loves another— 
if she is false tp me, dp,you' supBose jlican;, 


ever make, hep. ioye, me again?, Cpn .she;')' 
ever be what she was to me ? No. I only 
wish tp remember.heras I tboughi her, l?e- 
fore this unhappy day.” 

“And you’ll .not probe the matter,to the > 
bottom ?” Tibbs seemed very anxious, 

“No. Why should I? You have ,told 
enough,” I replied. 

“Tes, but—well, Charlie, although J 
saw your wife walking the street with a 
stranger, and although I saw her enter a 
strange house, still there may be some pal¬ 
liating circumstances. I should look into 
the matter. Be cautious, though. Say 
nothing to your wife, but watch?’ And 
Tibbs grasped my band, and gave me a 
glance of pity, took bis hat, and left the 
office. 

It did not seem very singular that my 
wife did not take dinner with me. I in¬ 
quired for her, and learned that she was in 
her room. The servant said she bad a se¬ 
vere headache. I looked at the girl, trying 
to discover something by her countenance. 

I thought there was a half-smile upon her 
lips. Was she trying to deceive me—was 
she in the plot? Itreally seemed so. Half 
in sorrow, half in anger, I rushed from the 
house. Fannie would certainly think it 
strange that I bad not come to see her, if 
only for a moment. I bad never left the 
house before, morning, noon or night, with¬ 
out giving Fannie a kiss. No'— well, I , 
could not m.eet her then. 

It was three o’clock in the afternoon of 
the same day. I was seated again in the 
back office. The door was locked, eD4 .1 
bad given orders to Green to allow' ho One 
to disturb me. 

I was sitting by the table with my face ., 
buried in my hands, wheh l heard a alight 
tap on the door. I did not answ;er it, 
The rap was rei^ated lohder, and ^en 1 
heard the voide of iny friend Mr. tibVs. . 

“CharileP’ ' 

“■VTOat Is lt?” I asked, rising and open¬ 
ing the door. 

Tibbs camo in hurriedly.' 

“ Tate yonr.bat, Charlte, and follow me. 
I’ve, se,bn .them a^^ going Wwmds Crosby. 
Btreet. If, we hn^ we.c'an folldw them 
back.” ', : ■ : . ; 

Hanlly tepwdng whnt I .did, I seimd my 
hat and followed,')^bhs, oat of tbO office, 
up the.^j^eti tiji v^e came.^ ^e drug etoye 
at the corner .of Hollis / 

“Bet’s step in here .ithd„’wMt|’’, , 
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Tibbs, palling me Into the drag store after 
him. 

We stood looking through the glass door 
at every woman who passed up Crosby 
Street for at least half an hour, but nothing 
was to be seen of the strange gentleman 
and ray wife. 

“ I think I’ll go back to the office,” I 
said, at last. “ I could not look upon her. 
My Fannie false? God help me!” 

But you must see her.” And Tibbs 
puthlshand on my arm. “Wait—there! 
there she is—there they are now—look!” 

I turned and looked in the direction in¬ 
dicated. Yes, there she was. I knew the 
dress. It was my dress—the one I had 
presented to her upon her birthday morn. 
I could have sworn to the dress. And her 
form, just her height, her slender figure 
and her graceful carriage. A stray golden 
curl peeped out from under her hat—my 
wife had beautiful golden hair. Alas! it 
was too true. My own eyes had' seen her. 
Fannie Indeed was false to me, tor walking 
beside her was a tali elegant gentleman 
with black hair and heavy dark whiskers. 
He was dressed in a suit of black through¬ 
out, wore a silk hat and a pair of goid- 
howeU spectacles, but singular enough he 
wore a white neckcloth. Could it be a 
minister? 

“Arc you satisfied?” asked my friend 
Tibbs. “ You see she has her veil down.” 

“I am satisfied,” I replied. “I should 
know Fannie among a thousand—and that 
dress, too.” 

How lovingly she hung upon his arm. 
How confidingly she seemed to be looking 
up into the face of the man beside her. 
My heart was torn with jealous pangs. 
Could Fannie be so false? 

Just at this moment they turned the cor¬ 
ner of Hollis Street, walking rapidly. 

“ Now we will follow them,” whispered 
Tibbs, opening the door and dragging me 
iiilo lUe street. 

1 did not reply. I did not care. Tibbs 
held me by the arm, and we walked ou to¬ 
gether up the street after the guilty couple, 
keeping all the while at a safe distance so 
as not to attract their notice. We passed 
my house. 1 looked up, but saw no one. 
The curtains Were down at my wife’s win¬ 
dows. Following ou we saw them turn 
down into £atun Street. When we turned 
the corner there was no one in sight. 
They had disappeared. 


“ Fifth door,” whispered Tfbbs, dragging 
me along. 

We stopped In front of the bouse. Tibbs 
walked up the stone steps and rang the 
bell. I never thought what he intended 
to do, I was BO bewildered and confused. 
1 noticed a name on the doorplate. Tibbs 
read it, and when the servant opened the 
door he'Inquired for Mr. Bristone. 

We were ushered into the drawing-room 
at once. The gentleman with the heavy 
black whiskers bowed as we entered the 
room, though seemingly much surprised at 
our visit. He smiled blandly, though, par¬ 
ticularly I thought when he noticed me. I 
grew enraged at once. To rob me of my 
wife and then to laugh in my face! That 
I felt was adding insult to Injury. My 
feelings were all aroused. I could hear 
this no longer. Before Tibbs could speak 
a word I sprang forward and grasped the 
ministerial gentleman by the throat. 

“ Where is my wife, you villain?” I 
shouted. 

The gentleman turned pale and tried to 
draw back, but I held him in a grasp 
like a vice; He tried to • shout for help, 
but my hand was on his throat in a death¬ 
like clutch, and he could only gasp for 
breath. 

Tibbs tried to pull me away, but he 
could not. My antagonist and I both fell 
with violence to the floor, and just at that 
moment I heard the shriek of a woman. 
’Twas a wild horrid yell. I looked up. 
Heavens! I loosed my hold upon the 
strange gentleman and sprang to my feet. 

“It Is not my wife!” 1 yelled, dancing 
for very joy about the room. “My own 
Fannie is true to me 1 Tibbs, Tibbs, re¬ 
joice with mel” I shouted. 

I can’t describe the scene that followed. 
Tibbs undertook to explain, and at last 
succeeded, and Mr. and Mrs. Bristone 
laughed heartily, though that gentlemsiu 
thought that the affair had been rathe: 
unpleasant for him, and so we bade them 
good-day. 

“Well,” said Tibbs, “ it seems there is 
another blue silk in town just like your 
wife’s.” 

“ Yes, hut I say, Tibbs, we wont say any¬ 
thing about this to Fannie.” 

“ Of course liot,” replied Tibbs, with a 
very solemn countenance. 

But somehow or other it did leak out. 1 
think Mrs. Bristone . must have told Fan- 
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nie, fot< both she'and bet* husbaiid'^ called ‘^O Fannlei'can yon aver forgive me 

‘ at OUT hoQse'botiloiig after. I baippened “ Of course I canj you dear ‘ old sim* 

to be 4t the office at the (iio’e, but when I- pleton.” 

returned: that evening, Fannie came to the And—wellj I’ve never been jealous of 

door, and when she put up her little rose-. ‘ Fannie since; but Mr. Btistone eaid tbe 
bud of a mouth fur a hiss, she asked, other day that’he was always afraid to 
smiling: walk out with his wife when she wore that 

"Charlie, have you seen my blue silk blue silk, 
walking out with the Episcopal minister 
Jately?” 
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MYRIOK’l 
BY JAMB 

A HEAVY snowstorm had been falling ail 
day, and the hilly forest road, poor enough 
at best, had become by nightfall nearly 
impassable. So thought at least the horses 
of the mail and accommodation stagecoach, 
plying between two of the principal towns 
in Wisconsin; and when, ^ter struggling 
up one side of a long hill, and down the 
other, their driver allowed them to rest for 
a moment at the foot of a still harder one, 
they unanimously declined to move a single 
step. In vain the driver swore, whipped 
and coaxed. Neither blandishments nor 
severity was of the least avail, and finally 
the ofE leader settled the matter, by lying 
down in the snow with a resolute air, and 
absolutely refusing to be got up again on 
any terms. 

The driver whose name was Peters, or. If 
you prefer it. Tipsy Bill —tor he was as well 
known by one title as the other—looked for 
a few moments at the prostrate leader, gave 
him a hearty kick by way of a parting 
salute, and came to thrust his head in at 
the coach door. The passengers were but 
three in number, comprising a handsome 
middle-aged gentleman, with aparticularly 
resolute and energetic face, and wearing a 
splendid fur travelling-cloak, a second gen¬ 
tleman, much younger than the first, hand¬ 
some, also, but open to a charge of eSem- 
inacy from those who looked only at the 
careful elegance of his dress, or the white¬ 
ness of his gloved bands; and a remarkably 
pretty glri, who seemed to be upon very 
close and affectionate terms with the 
younger gentleman, while the elder one 
Wps a stranger to both. 

Tipsy Bii! looked slowly from one to the 
dther of his three passengers, finishing with 
the elder gentleman. 

“ Got stuck, cap’n,” s^d he. 

“Ehl Stuck in the snow, d’ye mean ?” 
asked he of the fur cloak, rather sharply; 
for he had been asleep, and did not.like to 
be roused. 

“ Beckon. Sam’s down, and tbe old boy. 
himself couldn’t get him upi Clean tuck¬ 
ered out.” 

” Well, what’s to be done ^’. asked, the 
gentleman, after a little pause of dismay. 


I SHANTT. 

Q. AUSTIN. 

“ Eeck’n we’ll have to foot it to Myriok’s 
shanty, ’bout a half-mile furder on. ’Spose 
we can stop there to-night, though ’taint a 
public house.” 

“ Half a mile I” murmured the young 
lady, looking at her companion, 

“ That will never do. This young lady 
can’t walk half a mile through the snow, 
driver,” expostulated ^at gentleman, 
rather angrily. * 

“ She might ride one of the bosses, if she 
can stick on 'tbouta saddle, and yon can 
have another,” replied Peters, reflectively. 

“How,will that do, Helen?” Mked.the 
first speaker,' rather doubtfully, as he 
turned to the lady. 

“ O, very well for us, Arthur, but' this 
other gentleman and the driver—how will 
they manage ?” 

“Thank you, madam; but 1 shallddbt 
object to walking, nor, I dare say, will the 
driver. Since we are companions in misj’ 
fortune, allow me to introduce nayself as 
John Bugby, of Cincinnati. It is agreeable 
to know how to address one’s felldwrlcav- 
ellers, especially in such a strait as the 
present.” 

“Certainly, Mr. Bugby,” replied ike 
young man, at whom the speaker, .liaid 
looked in mentioning his name. “ Allow 
me to return the compliment. This young 
lady is Miss Forbes, and iny own name, is 
Wingate.” 

Mr. Bugby bowed, as did Miss J'orbes,’ 
and Tipsy Bill, who had looked on with 
open-mouthed admiration at the little cerer 
mohlal, muttered: 

“When gentlefolks meets, compliments 
passes. Well,” continued he aloQd, “]j 
reckon you’d better come and help me get 
the critters ready for a mount, We’ll get 
snowed up where we be, if we don’t look 
but.” 

The suggestion was a startling one, and 
both gentlemen, leaping from, the coac^ 
struggled through the softsuow, to the sppi 
where Peters was rapidly unharnessing the 
horses, who, with drooping heads anil heav-. 
ing sides, stood patient and fprioru. for 
Sam, ^at unfortunate animal lay where.k^ 
had fallen, and already half covered with 
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mow, seemed qnlto incapable of rising. 

“ The gal had better ride Nancy. She’s 
the quietest of the lot; and you can take 
Bally,” remarked Peters to Mr. Wingate, 
■who, repressing his disgust at the profane 
mention of his divinity, nodded assent, and 
went to speak to Miss Forbes, while Mr. 
Bugby, wading round to the back of the 
coach, busied himself with unstrapping his 
trunk. 

“What you want o’ that, cap’n?” shout¬ 
ed Peters. “ Ton can’t carry it along, and 
it’s safe enough here.” 

“ I want something put of it, my man,” 
returned Mr. Bugby, quietly, and proceeded 
to unstrap aitd unlock the trunk, while 
Peters and Wingate, leading Nancy close 
to the door of the stagecoach, placed the 
young lady upon the back of the patient 
animal. 

“ Can you ride so, Helen?” asked Win¬ 
gate, tenderly. 

“Yea—quite well. Are you ready?” 
asked the girl, shyly glancing around, to 
see if the pressure of the hand accompany¬ 
ing the question had been noticed. 

“All ready.” And Mr. Wingate sprang 
lightly to the back of the other horse, while 
Peters busied himseif with putting the 
harnesses and robes inside of the coach, 
and leaving everything as secure as passible. 

“ Come, cap’n,” cried he, when all was 
ready. 

“Coming.” And from behind the coach 
appeared Mr. Rugby, carrying in one hand 
a little Oat red trunk or box. 

“ Got something valy’ble there, I reck¬ 
on,” remarked Tipsy Bill, whose free ex¬ 
pression of opinion was never checked by 
any excessive regard to his own business as 
distinguished from that of other people. 

Mr. Bugby made no answer to this, but, 
passing by the driver who stood holding 
the bridle of the third horse, he stopped 
beside poor prostrate 'Sam, who seemed to 
have resigned himself to lie where he had 
fallen, until the night and the increasing 
cold should settle bis fate. 

“1 will ride this horse,” said Mr. Bugby. 

“ You might as well talk about riding the 
rail-fence, mister,” exclaimed Peters, im¬ 
patiently. “ You get on this critter, and 
go along with the other folks, and Pll see 
to him. Beckon Pll get him up, if I skin 
him forit.” 

“ There’s no need of that, my man. 
Horses are to be managed better. Get on 


the horse you hold, and lead the way your¬ 
self. Sam and I will follow.” 

^ “All right, cap’n, if you say so; butyou’Il 
have to foot It, I tell you now—and as for 
the boss, if you can’t get him along, leave 
him, and Pll go back for him.” 

With these words. Tipsy Bill climbed up^ 
the side of the animal he had been holding, 
and led the way down the road, followed 
by the young gentleman and lady, who had 
been for some moments absorbed in a whis¬ 
pered conversation, accompanied by anx¬ 
ious looks along the snowy road, in the 
direction whence they had come. 

Left alone, Mr. Rugby proceeded to clear 
the snow from the head and nostrils of the 
exhausted horse, and then to pour a small 
quantity of brandy down his throat from a 
handsome travelllng-tiask. Tlie effect was 
instantaneous, and, with the addition of s' 
few kind and encouraging words and gentle 
manipulations, soon restored so much 
strength and courage to the spirit of the 
exhausted and somewhat perverse creature, 
that he struggled feebly to his feet, and 
neighing inquiringly, looked about him. 

“Yes, they’ve gone on, Sam, and we will 
make the best of our way after them,” said 
Mr. Bugby, dexterously arranging the drag¬ 
ging harness, and then, with one hand upon 
the horse’s mane, leading him quietly on, 
while Sam, with another neigh of approval 
and consent, rubbed his shaggy bead upon 
the shoulder of his guide. 

“.That wont do my coat any good; but if 
it helps you, all right, my friend,” replied 
Mr. Bugby. And horse and man proceeded 
with the most amicable understanding, in 
the direction taken by their companions, 
whom they overtook, just as the driver, still 
seated upon his raw-boned steed, was kick¬ 
ing at tbedoor of alow rambling loghouse,. 
standing somewhat back from the road, iir 
a clearing of about an acre. 

“ Ah 1 Glad to see you, sir,” said Mr- 
Wingate, as his guide approached. . 

“ Thank you. Is this Myrick’s ?” 

“ So Peters says. Bather a bard-looking^ 
place—especially for a lady," replied the 
young man, in a lower tone. 

“Yes; but better than the snowy road, 
or tho stagecoach without horses,” returned 
Bugby, cheerfully, smiling, as he spoke, at 
the young girl, whose rueful face and quiv¬ 
ering lips showed but too plainly her opiu- 
iou of the situalion. 

“And better, Helen, than what we have 
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left behind lu," murmured Wingate, ciose 
at her ear. 

A faint biush tinged the giri’s cheek, and 
she sraiied into her lover’s face. 

“Dog gone it—can’t you open some time, 
you old witch?” grumbled Tipsy Bill, be¬ 
stowing another kick upon the door, with 
whose fastenings the fumbling band of 
some one inside was -busy. As he spoke, 
the wooden latch was raised, and Bili, wait¬ 
ing for no further ceremony, pushed in, 
nearly upsetting an old woman, who had 
been about to open the door. 

“What’s the matter there. Ma’am My- 
rick? Couldn’t you let a fellow in out of 
the cold sooner than all that?” expostu¬ 
lated Peters. 

The old woman stared at him a moment, 
and then fixed her disagreeable black eyes 
upon each member of the party in turn, be¬ 
fore she asked: 

“ Well, Bill Peters, what’s your will, now 
the door is open?” 

“Where’s your son, old woman? Aint 
he about?” demanded J’eters, still trying 
to push open the door, which the old 
woman obstinately held half shut.' 

“ What yon want of him ?” persisted she. 

“ Why, we’ve got to stop hero to-night, 
all hands of us, bosses and all, and I want 
Joe to show me where to put the critters,” 
said. Peters, doggedly. 

“ Well, you can’t, then. We’ve got com¬ 
pany, and can’t ’commodate you, nohow,” 
retorted the hag, spitefully. 

“ There aint no can’t about it. 1 tell yon 
I’m going to stay here, and so’s these folks.” 

The old woman seemed disposed to con¬ 
tinue to oppose this determination, hut be¬ 
fore she could speak, found herself rudely 
thrust aside by the very person for whom 
Peters was Inquiring. 

“ What’s all this row about. Bill Peters ?” 
asked the new-comer, sulkily, while bis 
bloodshot eyes rolled from one to the other 
of his guests with greedy and curious 
glances. 

“ Why, my cattle have gi’a out; the old 
wagon’s stuck in the drift, and you’ve got 
to keep us to-night, any way. You’ll get 
paid, never fear for that-^-we aint beggars 
nor thieves.” 

“ Yes, we wlil pay handsomely for the 
accommodation, and reaiiy cannot get fur¬ 
ther,” Interposed Mr. Wingate. 

The man still hesitated, but Mr. Bngby, 
who had hitherto not spoken, stepped for¬ 


eword, and saying, pleasantly, “Of course 
you cannot refuse us, when yon know that 
to do so is the same as to take our lives,” 
he waiked quietiy by the suriy host, fol¬ 
lowed by his two companions, while Joe, 
with a sulky scowl upon his face, but no 
further expression of un willingness, stepped 
out, and helped Peters to put the horses 
under such rude shelter as was to be found 
in the cowshed of the establishment. 

Beturning to the shanty, when this was 
effected, Peters found bis passengers seated 
about the hearth, where the old woman was 
already frying some pork, and a kettle of 
potatoes bubbled over the fire. At the 
further corner of the room, behind a little 
table, where some half-emptied mugs and 
a scattered pack of cards showed the nature 
of their late employment, sat a couple of 
ill-looking fellows, their hats dragged low 
over their eyes, and their whole appearance 
unsavory and dubious in the extreme, 

“ Ho I There’s the company,” muttered 
Peters, recalling. the old woman’s State¬ 
ment when he first applied for admission, 
and glancing somewhat doubtfully at the 
two fellows, who, never looking up or al¬ 
lowing their faces to be fully visible, re¬ 
mained in whispered conversation .' 

Dragging another table from its place 
against the wall, the old woman now served 
her sapper by pouring the slices of pork,' 
with the fat which they bad been fried in, 
into a deep tin pan, which she placed in 
the middle of the table. The potatoes, still 
in their, jackets, were dished in another 
pan, and a quantity of cold Indian bannock 
produced from the closet, and laid upon 
the board. By way of nectar to this am¬ 
brosia, Mrs. Myrick next poured the liquid 
contained in a battered cofiee-pot into some 
tin cups, and sulkily announced: 

“Thevittles is ready. You ken setup, 
folks.” 

The travellers, cold, weary and hungry, 
found themselves well inclined to comply 
with even so uninviting an invitation, and, 
drawing to the table the stools and benches 
wherewith they had been accommodated, 
managed, with tbe exception of Mias 
Forbes, to make a hearty, if not a very 
palatable sapper. The old woman, crouch¬ 
ing upon the hearth, refreshed herself, 
after her labors, with a short black pipe, 
whose fumes soon added themselves to the 
other unsavory odors of the place, while 
her son rejoining his associates, made s 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 



lllird in tlie mystecinus conversation for a 
while, and then retired with them to the 
ehed. 

“ Be them fellows going to stop here to¬ 
night?” asked Peters of the old woman, 
as they disappeared. 

‘‘ Beck’ll.” 

‘‘\ 5 aj 0 be they, any way ?” pursued the 
driver. 

" They’re traders. Dunnotheir names.” 

’• Traders! And what they trading for 
with you and Joe, grandma?” asked Peters, 
contemptuously. 

“ ’Taint none of my business, and I dun- 
no as it’s none o’ yoiirn. If ’tis, you kin 
ask Joe,” replied tiie woman, yet more 
ungraciously. 

“Thank’y, thank’y, gran’ma’am, but 
there’s no ’casion to ask any one. X see 
plain enougli a’ready—it’s manners you’ve 
been trading in. Sold yourn at a good 
price, I hope ?” 

’ To this the old woman vouchsafed no 
reply, except a contemptuous grunt, and 
Mr. Rugby, interposing with some ques¬ 
tions about the horses, diverted the drivePs 
attention, and put a stop to the altercation! 
• Supper over, and the table removed, the 
little party drew close to the hearth, which 
Pame Myrick had made some pretence of 
sweeping, and upon which Peters had 
quietly piled the whole supply of wood, 
thrown into a comer near at hand, to serve 
aa a reserve for the evening. 

“ Beck’n you’d better fetch in some more, 
now you’ve done that,” grnmbled the old 
Woman. And the driver, with a good-na- 
tnred “ All right, gran’ma’am,” went out, 
and returned after some moments, with an 
armful of wood, and a very grave counte¬ 
nance. No one was, however, at leisure to 
notice this latter phenomenon, all eyes and 
ears being bent upon Mr. Rugby, who was 
narrating an experience of his own upon 
the steppes of Siberia, where he had been 
attacked and pursued by wolves, narrowly 
escaping with life. 

, This story naturally elicited a similar one 
from Mr. Wingate, Who had read of, if he 
bad not seeu. adventures as marvellous as 
those of his I. llow-traveller. Next, Peters, 
who bad somewhat recovered his equanim¬ 
ity, gave the exciting story of a bear-hunt 
of the previous winter, occurring in the 
very woods where they were now detained, 
and hnally. Miss Forbes, at the request of 
her lover, told the history of a burglary 


upon her fathePs premises, where she and 
her younger sister, personating their father 
and brother, who chanced to be from home, 
had snccessfnlly driven away the robbers, 
and rescued the booty already packed up, 
and ready to be carried away. 

In the midst of this story, the door 
opened stealthily, to admit Joe, who, skulk¬ 
ing into a corner near the old woman, sat 
down and listened attentively to the story, 
his gloomy eyes meantime wandering over 
the faces and figures of the strangers in a 
curiously eager and speculative manner. 

“ Whar’a them feilars ?” asked Peters, in 
a low voice, while Miss Forbes paused for 
a moment to take breath. 

“ Gone on to Stillwater. Their mates 
comeialong with apung, and took’em up,” 
muttered Joe. 

The driver eyed him leisurely for a 
moment, but made no answer, beyond a 
significant ‘‘Humph!” and then, folding 
his arms across his breast, and tilting bis 
chair until his broad shoulders rested 
against the wail, plunged into a reverie of 
apparently much perplexity and annoyance. 

• The story of the burglary over, a lively 
conversation followed, lasting for about aii 
hour, and then Miss Forbes, pulling out 
her watch, exclaimed: 

‘‘Dear me I Five o’clock. Why, my 
watch has stopped.. What is it by you, 
Arthur?” 

Mr. Wingate produced his watch, an ele¬ 
gant French article, nearly as showy and 
fanciful:as. Miss Forbes’s little Genevan 
bUou. 

“ Why, I say nine o’clock, bat it must be 
later. My watch is, I grieve to say, rather 
unreliable. How. Is it by yon, Mr. Rugby ?” 

‘‘ Just half past nine,” replied that gen¬ 
tleman, showing the dial of a solid Fiiglish 
chronometer, whose plain but rich case was 
the very least of its merits. 

As the three watches returned to their 
pockets, Peters, without moving bis bead, 
turned his eyes upon Joe, who sat nearly 
abreast of him. The face of the backwoods¬ 
man bad changed os if by magic, its usual 
sulky indifference giving way to an expres-: 
sion of greedy ferocity and covetousness, 
more like that of an animal contemplating 
a forbidilen feast, iliau anything in luiraau 
form that even Bill Peters had ever seen' 
before. Slightly turning his head, tlie 
stage-driver carried on bis scrutiny to the 
face of the old woman crouching in an an- 
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gle of the hearth, and even his hard; cheek 
turned pale; as he caught the feline glance 
of her glittering black e;es, and the cruel 
•working of her thin lips. He still was 
watching her furtirel;, when Hiss Forbes, 
turning with a smile, said: 

“ And now. If you please, Mrs. Myrlck, I 
will retire. Where can you put me ?” 

“Ton kin have my bedroom, right in 
there; and the two men kin have Joe’s, up 
in the loft,” replied the woman, with more 
alacrity than she had yet shown. “ Peters, 
you kin bunk down here on the floor, ’long 
o’ him, can’t yeP” 

“Reckon,” replied the driver, dryly. 

"Come along this way miss,” continued 
the woman, in whose manner a sort of anx¬ 
ious haste had suddenly replaced the sulky 
stolidity of her previous demeanor, and, as 
she lighted a tallow candle at the Are, 
Peters noticed that her hand trembled, so 
that she could hardly manage it. 

“ Now, then, miss,” repeated she, as she 
rose to her feet, and, with a gay. good-night 
to her companions. Miss Forbes followed 
the woman into a small bedroom> or rather 
closet, adjoining the kitchen,' and only' 
large enough to. contain the frowzy, bedj a 
large chest, and a .clumsy stool. ; 

.‘‘I’ve put some sheets on.the bed for 
ye,” remarked'thedame, setting tlfe candle¬ 
stick upon the chest,vnear the head of the; 
bed. “ I sleep in betwixt the blankets my¬ 
self, but Ireokoned nicerfolks likeiyoa’oold 
want sheets:’.’ 

“Thank yon.' -Tes,T prefer them, de-' 
cidedly,” replied Miss Forbes, repressing a 
smile. •‘‘■But where will you sleep?” . 

“ O, there’s a bnnk out in the kitchen, 
that l kin crawl inter. Joe and Peters are 
going to stretch down before the fire, and 
your men’ll go up in the loft.” 

“•Fm sorry to turn you out in this Way, 
and rhbpe you will be comfortable in the 
bnnk,” said Miss Forbes, graciously, in¬ 
wardly wondering what sort of a thing a 
bunk might be, and waiting to be left alone 
before beginning to undress. 

But Mother Myrick had fixed her glitter-, 
log eyes upon the bunch of brelogues dang¬ 
ling from the young lady’s watch-chain, 
and nonr approached her skinny band to 
grasp them, exclaiming: 

“My 1 '.What pooty things 1 Be they a|l 
solid goold?” 

" O yesr’;replled Miss Forbes, coldly and 
decidedly, withdrawing from the advanc¬ 


ing hand. “ I will bid yon good-night, now, 
Mrs. Myrick, as 1 am very tired, and should 
like to get to sleep as soon as possible.” 

“I don’t see what benders you then,” 
muttered the old woman, insolently; but 
nevertheless obeying the hint so openly ad¬ 
ministered, and shufiling out of the room 
without further remark. 

Left alone. Miss Forbes’s first care was 
to secure the door, as far as this could be 
done, by thrusting a bit of wood into.the 
staple above the latch; her next, to look at 
the window, which, stifling though the air. 
might become, she was glad to find secure¬ 
ly nailed into the casing. The room con-. 
tained neither closet nor chimney, so that 
there seemed absolutely no possibility of 
entering it, except by the door, and MiaS. 
Forbes, once more examining the simplai 
fasteningshe had applied, concluded Itsafe.: 

“ I did .not know I could be so coward¬ 
ly,” murmured she, looking once moral 
around her littla cell, and then examining: 
the bed, which, in spite of Mrs, Myrick’n 
boasted care, seemed so uninviting tbatltba 
young lady determined not to undress, butl 
simply ioosening her clothes, and wrapping: 
herself in the comforter, to. lie uponthai 
outside of the bed until morning.' : . 

These arrangements were : just effected, 
and’ the light extinguished, when the.creak-t 
ing of the ladder staircase, and the sound: 
of steps overhead, suggested to Helen that, 
the gentlemen were . retiring to. the loft, 
•where she bad heard thattbey would sleep. 
Tbis supposition was. presently verified by< 
the sound of their voices in murmured con-: 
versation, and the ypung girl, witb acon- 
siderable.sense of reli^ from her nervous:’ 
apprehensions. In discovering that proteo-. 
tion was so near at hand. In case she should 
wish to summon it, composed herself to 
sleep, her latest waking, consciousness be¬ 
ing of murmuring voices in the next room,, 
which, as her .ears became dulled by ap-i 
preaching slnmher,seemed to diegradually 
into the distance, until they mingled: wlthl 
the fantastiO'Visions of a delicious sleep. ' 

But although these voices had appeared: 
to Miss Forbes to die gradually away, they 
were in reality as active an hour after; she 
bad fallen asleep, as at that moment, for 
Bill Peters, thg. driver, when invited: to 
stretch himself upon a blanket before the 
fire, had declared that he was never more 
wakeful in bis life, and should very proba¬ 
bly remain 8oallnight,offeringat:the sam» 
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time to rellnquislitlie 'blanket and the posi¬ 
tion to Joe, whom iie politely begged not 
to remain awake a moment on his account. 

But Joe, muttering some reply Intended 
to be civil and hospitable, produced from 
a cupboard a short black bottle, with some 
sugar and spoons, and hanging the tea¬ 
kettle again upon the fire, dragged the table 
to the hearth, and seated himself beside it. 
The kettle hummed drowsily for a few 
moments; then, as if suddenly taking a 
determination to be jolly, and make a night 
of it, began to sing merrily, and finally to 
boil over, witli a tremendous sputter of 
steam, fiying ashes, and clattering iron lid, 
showing at least adispositiou to doits own 
share toward the general entertainment. 
Joe Myrick swung the black crane forward, 
pouted a quantity of rum into each of the 
two cracked mugs he had set ready, min¬ 
gled it well witli sugar, and then, slightly 
tilting the jolly tea-kettle, infused an 
amount of boiling water, sufficient to bring 
the mixture to an agreeable temperature. 

This done, he glanced at the driver, who 
bad been watching these preparations with 
an air of stolid resolution, which proved 
how great was the temptation he was de¬ 
cided to resist. 

“Come and take a drink, wont ye, 
Peters?” urged Joe, with a show of good 
fellowship somewhat iucongruous with his 
general demeanor. 

“No. No, Ithank’y, Joe. 1 reckon I’ll 
get along jisi as well without it, for once," 
replied Peters, wiping his mouth upon the 
sleeve of his cost. 

Joe raised the mug to his mouth, and 
took a loug draught, then set it down, 
smacking his lips. 

“ (iood liquor that, any way,” said he. 
“ Them fellers that was here when you first 
come,” continued he, lowering his voice to 
a coufideutial whisper, “ trade a little over 
the hue into Canada, and it was from them 
1 got it. 1 dou’tmind telling you. Bill, but 
lu course it’s to he kept dark; aud like 
enough 1 could get you a gallon or two of 
the same sort, if you wanted it.” 

Peters hesitated. This explanation of 
the pfcsence ut Lite two ruifiai.s in the shan¬ 
ty, and (heir obvious desire for conceal¬ 
ment, was, to he sure, a Tery rational one, 
and he kuewagoud deal of smuggling went 
on over this lonely and unguarded frontier. 
Uyrick’s shanty would be a safe aud out-of- 
the way depository for the tun goods, and 


Uyrick himself a very appropriate agent. 
Added to this, the fumes from the second 
mug of toddy, which Joe was carefully com¬ 
pounding, came curling Into the very nos¬ 
trils, involuntarily spread to catch them, 
and Tipsy Bill liad tasted no liquor since 
noon tliat d.ay. Two proverbs pithily con¬ 
dense the history of the next two liours: 

“The woman (or man) who deliberates, 
is lost;” and, “It is only the first step 
which Is difficult.” 

Two liours later, while Helen Forbes 
dreamed the roseate visions of a young girl 
who loves, while her lover and his compan¬ 
ion slept the sleep of weary men, while, 
from the filthy trough where she l.ay, the 
black eyes of tUo old woman blinked and 
glittered like those of a snake awaiting the 
moment to spring at the foe it dreads and 
hates, while Joe, upon whose brutish tem¬ 
perament no amount of alcohol could work 
any perceptible change, sat stolid and sul¬ 
len, staring back at her, Tipsy Bill lay be¬ 
tween them, upon the floor, snoring in bis 
drunken sleep. 

These sounds it might have been, or the 
shadow of coming evil it might have been, 
or the torch of her guardian angel ft might 
have been; but certain it is, tliat just at 
this moment Helen Forbee awoke suddenly, 
with a strange chill of horror thrUllng her 
heart, and a cry upon her lips, which, hap¬ 
pily for her, never went beyond tbem. 
Starting up, the young girl stared wildly 
about her for a moment, then remembered 
where she was, and tried to. reason herself 
again to quiet, but searched, meantime, 
with eyes and cars, for any possible causa 
of apprehension, while her throbbing heart 
and trembling limbs announced their readi¬ 
ness to help,' iu any panic that might be 
suggested, at the shortest possible notice. 

But the eyes, after a rapid survey of the 
gloomy cell, found nothing more fearful 
than an outlined parallelogram of light at 
one side of the room, proving at once that 
the door was there situated, and that Iffie 
room beyond was still lighted. The ears 
added to this information, that in that were 
a number of persons talking in a low voice, 
and another asleep, aud snoring loudly. 
These circumstances.although by no means 
frightful in themselves, appeared to Hiss 
Forbes at least suspicious, aud, cautioosly 
stepping from the bed, ebe crept to the door, 
and listened iiitentiy. The speaker iras 
the old woman, and she said: 
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“ Carry him out to the shed, I tell you, 
boys. Ifaybe there’ll be a fight, and if ha 
wakes there’ll be one more to settle.” 

“ O, he’s fast enough, old woman,” re¬ 
turned a gruff voice, accompanied by the 
sound of a kick upon some unresisting sub¬ 
stance, and a subdued laugh. 

“ Tipsy Bill couldn’t stand out against 
the liquor, though he set out he was going 
to,” added still another strange voice; and 
the sound of several feet, carrying a heavy 
burden, became audible, and a draught of 
fresh air through the house showed that 
the outside door had been opened. 

Her apprehensions now roused to the ut¬ 
most, -Helen sought anxiously for a crevice 
wide enough to give her a view of what was 
passing -without, and presently succeeded 
iu, finding one, just in time to see the 
house door open again, to admit Joe Hy- 
rick, followed by the two rufflanly^fellows 
whose departure in the first part of the 
evening had been announced. 

‘i There, old lady,” said one of these, 
“ we’ve laid him Into the very nest where 
Jake and I have been keeping ourselves 
-warm this two hours back. Thought Jos 
wasn’t never coming.” 

“ Had to -wait to get Tipsy Bill drunk. 
He smelt a rat, 1 reckon; and anyway, 
what’s we going to do with him in the 
morning P” denaanded Joe. 

“He needn’t never see no morning,” 
muttered the man called Jake. 

“ There aint no trouble aboutthat, sence 
we’ve made up our minds not to run over 
this road again, and sence Joe’s concluded 
to go ’long -with us. Ait welve got to do is 
to orook our claws on the plunder the 
quickest sort o’ fashion, get the old pang 
ont from behind the sbej, and, sence our 
own critter has gone lame, just tackle on 
them four stage hosses. We’li put ’em 
along, if Peters couldn’t, I’ll warraut ye. 
Then we three’ll pile in, and the old wo¬ 
man kin go ter sleep agin. She wont know 
nothing about it in the morning, o’ course; 
and though' there’ll like enough be a fuss, 
they can’t touch her. As for ns, we’ll be 
in Queen Victory’s country ’fore morning, 
and by next week be aboard a British 
steamer. 'What that chap’s got in his little 
red chest ’ll more nor pay the passage, 1 
am thinking.” 

“That’s so,” chimed in Jake. -1“ He 
wouldn’t be so precious on’t if it wam’t 
walyble.” - 


“ The closes in his trunk wam’t much, 
anyway,” pursued the first. “ The ether 
chap’s wor twice as good.” 

“All the better for you,” growled Jake, 
discontentedly. 

“Didn’t you have the same chance as 1 
did, you fool?” exclaimed his companion, 
angrily. “You picked the rich fellow’s 
trunk because you thought 'twould bo the 
fattest, and now you’re disapp’iiited, you 
want to growl.” 

“ I got the gal’s,” chuckled Joe llyrick, 
drawing a box from bis packet, which Helen 
easily recognized as her own jewel-casket; 
“and I reckon there’s enough here to buy 
me as many new breeches as I shall want 
for the rest of my life.” 

“ Halloo I Let’s see what’s inside, Joe,” 
exclaimed the others, crowding round, 
while llyrick, thrusting the edge of a 
chisel under the lid, paused in the act of 
prying it off. 

“ Honor bright, now, mates I” exclaimed 
he, “ This is my lot, and none o’ yourn, 
rec’lect.” 

“All right, Joe, honor bright,” assented 
the other thieves, while the old woman’s 
shrivelled lips .worked with a strange ea¬ 
gerness, and her rheumy old eyes lighted 
like the blue lights abovb a new-made grave. 

Helen cautiously drew back from the 
door, and, pressing both bands upon hen 
forehead, strove to control her faltering 
senses, and to decide upon some course of 
action,.before action should bs too late. 
That it was the design of these ruffians to 
rob, and perhaps to murder them all, she 
could no longer donbt; -and even were Hr. 
Bugby and Arthur 'Wingate fully alive to 
their, danger, there were but two against 
three, without counting the hag, whose 
will for mischief was evidently as good 
as that of her more dangerous accom¬ 
plices. But, sleeping and unarmed, as she 
supposed her friends to be, their peril 
darkened to almost certain doom, and for 
a moment the young girl abandoned her¬ 
self to despair. Only for a moment, how¬ 
ever; in the next, with clenched hands 
and knitted brow, she was searching for the 
means of relief, which she had suddenly 
determined must and should be found. 
She must want the sleepers, aud that at 
once, for, as she felt qplte certain, nothing 
but the examination of the jewel-box de¬ 
ferred for a few moments the operations of 
the nibbers. 
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But how? She had already satisfied 
herself that there was but one entrance 
to, consequently but one exit from, the 
room, and that through the very door 
behind which she was for the moment pro¬ 
tected. No other I In the darkness the 
young girl groped her way around the 
room, feeling of the walls, and trying the 
little window, even attempting to raise one 
of the rough planks of the floor, thinking 
slie might perhaps crawl out from under 
the house, and even at the risk of discov¬ 
ery, rouse the sleepers by throwing pebbles 
against the window of the loft; 

The floor planks were secure, but, by a 
sudden connection of ideas, Helen remem¬ 
bered that while Mr. Rugby and his com¬ 
panion were moving about their room, she 
had noticed that a board in the floor, di¬ 
rectly above her head, was loose, and, as 
one of them stepped upon it, tilted, so that 
she had expected it to fall. 

A sudden determination entered the 
young girl's mind, and with noiseless ra¬ 
pidity she groped for the rude bench, plant¬ 
ed it upon the bed, and, mounting upon it, 
found herself unable to stand upright, her 
shoulders coming upon a level with the 
floor above, while her head remained bent 
upon her breast. Clinging to the naked 
timber with one band, with the. other she 
pressed upon the pianks above, and, to her 
great joy, felt one of them yield to the 
pressure. Placing herself directly beneath 
it, and exerting her whole strength, she 
soon succeeded in raising the end of the 
plank sufiicieutly to move it aside, and to 
thrust her bead through the opening. The 
loft was dark and silent as a tomb, but, 
while Helen hesitated, a maidenly impulse 
checking the energy hitherto controlling 
her, she distinguished the creak of foot¬ 
steps upon the staircase, and at the same 
time something like the sound of a ladder 
placed against the side of the house from 
without. The robbers were preparing two 
modes of attack, and the next moment a 
cautious hand tried the latch of her own 
door. Helen hesitated no longer, but 
called, softly: 

“Arthur! Arthurl’’ And again, “O 
Arthur, do wake!’’ 

The regular breathing of the sleepers 
alone answered her, unless the sound of a 
cautious hand groping at the window could 
be called an answer. The result had be¬ 
come but a trial of speed between herself 


and the robbers, and Helen, with a final 
and convulsive effort, threw herself for¬ 
ward and upward, and, she scarcely knew 
how, succeeded in her wild attempt, and 
stood breathless and exhausted in the 
silent chamber. Bushing across the room, 
she reached the bed, and wildly beating 
with icy hands upon the faces of the sleep¬ 
ers, sobbed: 

“ Wake I O wake—for God’s sake 1” 

“What? Who is it? What's this?’’ 
exclaimed Wingate, starting up, while 
from beyond him resounded the ominous 
click of a pistol. 

“Itis II It is Helen, Arthur. Don’t 
fire at me, Mr. Rugby. They are corming 
to rob and murder you—there are three of 
them. Hark I Hear the window.” 

In effect, the window, cautiously raised 
and lowered again at this moment, gave 
startling jiarrobaration to her words. 

“ Hush 1” whispered Rugby. “ Wingate, 
are you armed ?” 

“Tes. Helen, hide behind the bed,” 
said the young man, in the same tone; 
and at this moment the window was again 
lifted, and simultaneously the trap door, 
opening at the top of the stairs, was quietly 
raised, admitting not only the burly figure 
of Joe Myrick, but a faint .light from the 
fire below^ by whose help the travellers 
distinguished the figure of another man 
climbing in at the window. 

“Fire?” whispered Wingate, inquiringly. 

“No—waltj” returned Rugby; and the 
next instant his voice rang through the 
loft, clear and stern: 

“ Halt, therel What do you want?” 

The'ruflfians, taken by surprise,.shrank 
back for a moment, but, reassured by num- 
berst and the conviction that their victims 
were unprepared, for a contest, the fellow 
called Jake answered, truculently; 

“Want your money and your walybles. 
Want that ere pocket-trunk o’ youm. Give 
us them, and we’ll let you off; but if you 
don’t, we’ll.make quick work of the hull 
kit.” 

“ Unless you quit the room this moment, 
and leave us and ours undisturbed till 
morning, I will shoot you like a dog,” re¬ 
plied Rugby, with a cold decision, more 
appalling than the other’s ferocity. 

Jake hesitated, but his companion, who 
had silently followed him into the window, 
now as silently rushed forward, brandish¬ 
ing a knife, and fearlessly precipitating 
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himself upon the speaker, who sprang 
from the bed to receive him, firing his pis¬ 
tol as he did s», and shouting: 

“Fire, Wiugatel Take the other.” 

Wingate, without waiting the order, had 
already pressed the trigger of his pistol, 
and Jake, uttering a fearful cry of rage and 
pain, rolled snarling like a wounded beast 
at his feet. At the same moment Joe My- 
rick, springing forward, swinging an axe 
above his head, aimed a blow at tbs skull 
of the young man, which must have cleft it 
to the chin had he not sprung nimbly 
aside; at the same moment discharging the 
second barrel of his revolver In the face of 
his assailant, who only escaped the ball by 
stumbling forward with the impetus of his ^ 
own blow. The next moment he had 
seized Wingate in his brawny arms, ex¬ 
pecting to dash him to the ground with 
ease; but under the elegant proportions of 
the young loan were hidden more of native 
power and trained skill than would have 
sufiiced for the discomfiture of half a dozen 
awkward clowns like the one he now han¬ 
dled, and Joe Myrick presently rolled upon 
the floor, stunned and helpless. His vic¬ 
tor, pausing one instant to regain his 
breath, was turning to aid his friend, who, 
sitting upon the edge nf the bed, silently 
attempted to stanch the blood flowing from 
an ugly cut in his arm, while his late as¬ 
sailant lay dead at bis feet; when, with a 
piercing shriek, Holen Forbcg, darting from 
the corner where she had crouched In si¬ 
lent terror, flew, past him, to throw her 
arms about the stooping and malign figure 
of the old woman, who had crept unob¬ 
served upon the scene, just as her son fell 
dead,'as she supposed, and who, snatching 
a knife from the floor, was about to re¬ 
venge him, by plunging it into the back of 
Arthur Wingate. 

The knife fell, but not as the fury had 
intended. Turning suddenly, as she 
rushed past him, tho young man saw the 
blow—saw it fall upon the devoted heart 
offered to save his own, and couid out in¬ 
terpose in time to prevent Helen from fall¬ 
ing at his feet. 

“O my darlingl Hydarlingl” cried he, 
straining her wildly to his breast; and 
then, turning with fury upon the exultant 
hag, cried, with tears of rage springing to 
his eyes, “O, if you were not a woman, 
and old, I would kill you inch by ipoh.” 

Hut at least she shall do no more mis¬ 


chief at present,” exclaimed Kugby, 
snatching the blood-stained handkerchief 
from his arm, and with.it, in spite of her 
struggles, securely binding tho old woman’s 
arms behind her back, finishing by secur¬ 
ing her to the bedpost. 

At this moment a violent knocking was 
heard below, but no one had time or 
thought to attend to it. Wingate, hanging 
over the lifeless figure of his betrothed, 
wept like a child, while Mr. Rugby, hastily 
unlocking the little red trunk which had 
caused so much disaster and bloodshed, 
took from it a vial and hold it to her f.ace. 
The pungent oilor of ammonia filled the 
room, and Rugby calmly said: 

“ Courage, Wingate. I am a surgeon of 
' some skill. I do not think she is dead; 
and if she is not, I will cure her. Bring 
her down stairs—or, stay, let me do so, 
while you bring my box. It contains my 
instruments, which the fools mistook for. 
treasures, as indeed they are, heiug a spe¬ 
cial set brought by me from London last 
mouth.” 

While speaking he raised the young girl' 
tenderly lu his anus, and bore her do'wn' 
the ladder. As his feet appeared below 
the floor of the loft, the knocking, which 
bad begome almost furious, ceased sud¬ 
denly, and a voice excjaiined: 

“Well, good people,! did not expect to. 
raise you at all. TOy, wHat on earth is 
this?” ‘ ' 

“A wounded woman,'sir. Please , bur?t, 
open tljat.door. Tljore is a bed beyond'it.’’' 

The stranger, a, wtlte-halred,, red-faced, 
old man, with the air of one more used to'^' 
command than to obey, stared a mpideut^ 
at the quiet st>eaker, and then, tis his eye 
fWl upon the figure drooping'from his arms, 
turned to comply with the order, 'Cno' 
kick of his sturdy foot decided the matter 
of the frail fastening, and, as the latch fievr 
from iu hold, the door opened wide, allow¬ 
ing Doctor Rugby to pass through, and to 
lay his charge upon the bed. 

“Bring that candle, if you please, sir; 
and, Wingate, let me have the trunk,” 
directed the doctor, cool and dominant as 
a general upon the battlefield be is sure of 
conquering. 

“Whatl, Why, who is this? Wingate 1 
But HeleuI This is not Helen?” And, 
the old gentleman, suddenly roused from 
bis astonishment ’ and his indignation, 
snatched a candle from the table, and 
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rushing into the bedroom, held it close to 
the deadly face of the young girl. “My 
Godl It is Helen! My child, my chiid 1” 
And, as the doctor caught the candle from 
his hand, the old man sank upon the bed 
in a dt of hysterical tears. 

Wingate, in his turn, stood like one pet¬ 
rified, his eyes fixed now upon the figure 
of the young girl, now upon that of the old 
man. 

“Mr. Forbes!” gasped he, at length. 
“But how came he here?” 

“Young man,” interposed the stern 
voice of the surgeon, “ do you wish this 
. woman to recover?” 

“ God knows how ardently,” was the 
reply. 

“ Then remember that agitation as she 
is recovering will kill her. If this is her 
father, take him away, and induce him to 
keep quiet, if possible. Then return to 
help me. Every moment has a chance of 
life—too many lost are fatal.” 

The cool clear tones of the surgeon car¬ 
ried conviction, and Wingate, controlling 
himself by a powerful effort, soon suc¬ 
ceeded in persuading the almost exhausted 
father to acsompany him to the outer 
room, and was soon able to leave him com¬ 
paratively quiet, while he returned to as¬ 
sist the surgeon, who was already able to 
inform him that the young girl’s wound, 
though deep, was not necessarily mortal. 

“And now,” said the surgeon, an hour 
later, “ we may leave Mr. Forbes beside 
his daughter for a few moments, and go to 
attend to those fellows above stairs. They 
will give me some fine practice in pistol 
wounds, at least.” 

But Doctor Bngby was doomed to disap¬ 
pointment. With the exception of the 
dead body of the nameless ruffian whom 
he bad killed, and the old woman writhing 
and swearing in her bonds, the loft was 
empty. Jake and Joe bad escaped to¬ 
gether, and, as was presently discovered, 
had stolen the horse and sleigh left stand¬ 
ing at the door by Mr. Forbes’s driver, 
while he crept into the house to see what 
was going on. 

“ Never .mind—let them go. They will 
neither of them be likely to forget to-night, 
or care to come in our way again,” said 
the doctor, philosophically. “Let us re¬ 
lease this wretched old woman, and in the 
morning some one shall put this body into 
a hole in the snow. I suppose it wouldn’t 


do for me to dissect him. And now, Win¬ 
gate, tell me, in two words, who you all 
are, and what you are about.” 

' “Helen will live, you say.” 

“Yes, 1 tell you.” 

“In two words, then, she is the only 
child of the old man who sits besi'de her, 
and who is a wealthy and retired Indian 
.merchant of New York. I am a poor devil 
of a lawyer, settled in a little town of Min¬ 
nesota. 1 loved Helen, and she loved me, 
before I went West, and when I returned 
for her last autumn she was ready to go 
back with me; but her father said no—ha 
had a better match for her. So we ran 
away, and he, I suppose, ran after us. I 
only wish we had waited to marry first, for 
then he could not separate us. I fancy he 
will try it now, but he wili find it a difficult 
matter. Helen is true steel under her 
highbred airs.” 

“He shan’t separate you, nor try to. I 
wont let him,” said Doctor Rugby, quietly, 
as he turned to reenter the house. 

When Tipsy Bill awoke next morning, to 
find himself lying among his horses in the 
shed, his astonishment was both loud and 
profane; nor was it in any whit lessened 
when, on entering the house, he was in¬ 
formed of the incidents of the night. But 
none of his auditors were prepared for the- 
burst of penitence and good resolution into 
which this astonishment finally subsided. 

“Twas all my fault 1” asseverated he. 
“ I knew the scoundrels was hatek’n up 
mischief, and if I’d kept myself sober— 
But it is a lesson—a dog goned good les¬ 
son ; and may I be—(something very bad)— 
if another drop of the cussed stuff ever 
runs over my tongue again.” 

We should not omit to mention that this 
hasty resolution was sacredly and persist¬ 
ently kept, until, in his hale old age, to 
have called Mr. William Peters Tipsy Bill 
would have been to commit at once a stu¬ 
pidity and an insolence. 

The authorities, such as were to be 
found, chose to take but little notice of 
the catastrophe at Myrick’s shanty, ex¬ 
cept by removing the old woman to the 
almshouse, where she soon after died. 

Helen Forbes, far too ill to be moved, 
did not, however suffer, either for atten¬ 
tion or comforts, in her lonely hospital, 
being assiduously cared for by her father, 
her lover and her skillful physician, and 
supplied by almost daily expresses with 
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every luxury love could suggest or money 
procure, eveu to an accomplislied city 
nurse. 

“Is there anything, doctor—anything 
more that I can do for her, or get for her ?” 
asked the father, almost daily, until at last 
the surgeon answered: 

“ Yes. Tell her she may marry Wingate, 
and send for a parson to tie the knot. 
Then we’ll all go on for Minnesota again.” 

“Shall 1? Would it make her really 
happier than anything else on earth?” 
asked the old man, musingly. 


“Take my word for it,” said Doctor 
Bnghy, with wise sententiousness. 

“I will,” answered the father, in the 
same tone. And before the week was ont 
Mr. and Mrs. Wingate, Mr. Forbes and 
Doctor Rugby left Myrick’s shanty—the 
three former in their own carriage, the 
latter riding Sam, whom he had purchased 
of*the stage proprietor as his own particular 
steed. 

What next? 

Go to Minnesota and see. 
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Ths sammer that I was twenty-two 1 
spent at home, in company with my sister 
Ueg and a schooimate of hers from the 

A-Seminary—aUiss LorencaPennoyer. 

To say that Lorenca was beautiful, would 
hot half express it. She was charming, 
bewitching, dazzling—stunning—ah I that’s 
the word Pve been in search of. Yes, she 
'was perfectly stunning. As near as 1 can 
calculate, she was a perfect Junol Decid¬ 
edly magnificent I Just such a woman as 
a man of meek disposition would feel in 
duty bound to worship. But, as I was not 
one of those meek and lowiy sort of men, I 
felt no inclination to bow the knee to this 
truly grand and really superb female. Still, 
she awakened such feelings and emotions 
In this heart of mine, as no other woman 
had ever done. To be plain about the mat¬ 
ter, she raised the very deuce with my heart, 
before 1 had been acquainted with her 
twenty-four hours. 


“ She talked, she smiled, mjr heart she wyl’d 
She charmed my aonl, I wist na how; 

And ay Ihs stonnd, the deadiv wound. 

Cam frae her een sae bonnle blae.” 

Yes, she bad bonnle blue eyes, and beau¬ 
tiful dark brown hair; and then such a 
mouth I Rich ripe lips that reminded me 
of about three-quarters of a yard of red (fine 
red) flannel. Her pearly teeth, when she 
smiled, bore a very strong resemblance to 
the “finger-board” of a grand piano; and 
then that smile—ah 1 you should have seen 
iti Comparatively speaking, condensed 
sunshine was dim and'misty besido it.' The 
extraordinary brilliancy of her smiles at 
night fnirly made the moon turn pale. 

As 1 think I remarked before, her form 
was superb. She measured just five feet 
and nine inches “ from tip to tip,” and the 
circumference of her delicate waeplike 
waist was just forty-nine inches. 

DeaV reader, I ask you candidly, do you 
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think it poBsIble for a human being with 
the warm blood of youth and health conra* 
ing like a courser along his veins, to look 
upon so much beauty unmoved ? “ Ah I too 
well I know your answer. To my fate I 
meekly bow.’’ 1 succumbed. ”lt is my 
destiny,” 1 said, ’* and destiny who shall 
resist?” 

My father, Joslah Grammot, is a wealthy 
farmer. Being an only son, the paternal 
Grammot wishes me to remain at home, get 
married as soon as possible, and settle down. 
Sister Meg, of course, would soon be mar¬ 
ried; for, being a Grammot, you know, it 
was impossible for her to be anything but 
handsome, witty, agreeable and affection¬ 
ate. All the Grammots, so far back as we 
know anything of them, have all possessed 
the above-mentioned good qualities and 
personal attractions. Even I, your humble 
servant, Amariah Grammot, am noted for 
my good looks, my amiable disposition, and 
my high moral character. 

Of course, as my father entertained such 
hopes in regard to me, he could not but 
look kindly upon the fair Lorenca. Pos¬ 
sessing excellent good sense, and a great 
deal of discernment, it was easy for him to 
see how all things were working toward a 
grand and glorious consummation. 

1 saw it, too—I felt it in my heart of 
hearts. O whatahappysummerwepassedl 
Methinks there is more exquisite happiness 
in loving, as 1 did then, when you are not 
positively sure that your passion is returned. 
The beautiful woman whom you love, but 
of whose feelings you are rather doubtful, 
makes a peculiarly pleasant study. Like 
reading a novel, after you learn the plot, 
the book loses its greatest interest and its 
principal charm. Not but that it is very 
sweet to Jtnou that we are beloved; but isn’t 
the doubt excruciatingly blissful? I 
thought so, at least; and it was for that very 
reasou that 1 delayed as long as possible to 
break the pleasing spell. I luxuriated in 
the doubt, though feeling at the same time 
a strong desire to bet ten to one upon the 
result. 

But all earthly things must come to an 
end. Angels’ visits, I believe, generally 
have a termination; and Lorenca’s visit 
(she was an angel, though on a rather large 
scale,) at last reached its finale. She must 
go back to school. Only one term more, 
and then she would be free. 

It was the last evening before her depart¬ 


ure. The moon shone brightly, the stars 
twinkled gayly, and the crickets chirped in 
the meadows. I’ve noticed in books, that 
lovers generally choose such nights to de¬ 
clare their passions. I did the same. Lo¬ 
renca took my arm, and we walked down 
through the grove, listening to the glad 
song of the mosquitos warbling their even¬ 
ing lays. 

“How beautiful 1” I exclaimed, in tones 
of rapture. 

“Yes, very,” Lorenca answered, looking 
straight at my nose, though whether she 
had any reference to my nasal organ or not, 
history does not state. 

“ Lorenca,” I began, in a voice choked 
with emotion, “ to-morrow we parti” 

She sobbed, and just then a great tear 
came splashing down her face, and striking 
one side of my nose, came very near wash¬ 
ing my mustache away. 

“I shall be very unhappy when thou art 
gon^i Lorenca.” 

(Sob No. 2.) 

“ I shall miss thee, 1 shall miss the soft 
light of thine eyes, the sweet music of thy 
voice, tby sunny smiles and thy dear com¬ 
panionship.” 

(Several heavy sobs washed with dewy 
tears. . Very fine raw on the half shell.) 

“ Lorenca, darling 1” I cried, clasping her 
to my patient palpitating bosom, “ I have 
learned to love thee in these happy weeks, 
I have basked in thy smiles—my ears have 
drank in the melody of thy voice. Ah I 
darling 1 dearest Lorenca 1 X love thee bet¬ 
ter than all the world beside 1” 

“ O, Am—am—a—riab—riah—riah 1” she 
sobbed. “I—I-I—” 

“You do love me, darling?” 

“Ye—ye—yes, I d—d—dol” sbe an¬ 
swered, between her sobs. 

I pressed her to my bosom once again, 
and attempted to kiss the tears away. Ah, 
as well might I have begun at the Missis¬ 
sippi’s delta to kiss that river dry. Those 
tears (they were tears of joy, of course,) 
came rushing down upon me, very much, 1 
suspect, as did the waters of the Bed Sea 
upon Pharaoh and his host. But I survived, 
and what is quite as strange, Lorenca <lid 
too. But our parting was terrible in the 
extreme. I cannot describe it. Hod a 
short-hand reporter been upon the ground 
at the time, I presume he might have done 
the subject justice. But for my own part, 
1 was so overwhelmed with the thought 
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that I was about to lose my darling, that I 
retain bnt a confused recollection of what 
transpired. I only know that we parted; 
Iiorenca went back to school, and 1 was 
left alone in my misery. 

How my heart ached when she was gone, 
those who have “ ioved and lost” can tell. 
“ My peaceful homehad no charms for me.” 
Hived upon hope and Imrenca’s letters; 
and, between you and me, my gentle reader, 
1 found neitlier one very nutritious. 1 grew 
very thin and pale. Father noticed it and 
was alarmed. He recommended a change 
of scene, and os my uncle, Amos Grammot, 
was very anxious that I should visit him In 
the city, I did so now. 

Uncle Amos was pleased to see me, and 
he did all in his power to make my visit 
pleasant; and I confess to being moderately 
happy while there, considering that my be¬ 
loved Lorenca wu so far away, 

I was in the habit, whiie in the city, of 
visiting the public library nearly every day. 
In fact, hardly a day passed over my head 
that 1 did not spend several hours in the 
reading-room. After a time 1 began to 
recognize others who were as constant in 
their attendande at the library as myself. 
One old gentleman, in particular, Interested 
me more than all the others. I had always 
found him there when I went in, and left 
him there when I went away. He seemed 
to take but little interest in those around, 
but kept his eyes intently fixed upon the 
book before him, hardly ever raising them, 
except it was to take a pinch of snu&r of 
which I discovered he was more than ordi¬ 
narily fond. He might have ‘been fifty 
years of age, or over, of medium size, and 
rather inclined to corpulency. His hair 
was slightly gray, eyes large and blue, nose 
aiuiline, mouth rather broad with very firm 
Ups, though much inclined to curl into a 
smile. i 

He always appeared dressed in a suit of 
dark gray cloth from head to foot, and wore 
a very glossy black beaver upon his head, 
and a heavy gold chain across his vest. 
Besides, I noticed a massive gold ring upon 
his finger, which from the brilliancy of the 
stone 1 took for a diamond. To all appear¬ 
ance he was a gentleman, and pro^bly 
moderately well off in the world. 

Ferhaps it was a fortnight after I had 
first noticed him in the library, that I met 
him on the street. He was smoking a 
cigar and walking leisurely along, swinging 


a heavy gold-headed cane, 1 bowed and 
touched my bat, and he saluted me in re¬ 
turn. An bom: after that I mot him again 
at the library. He saw me when I came in, 
and leaving his chair, be came over and 
took a seat beside me, sad we entered into 
conversation. 

We discussed several questions to our 
heart’s content, when suddenly the gentle¬ 
man turned upon me with the question: 

“Doyou know the Grammots, of 0-?” 

“ Certainly, sir,” I replied. “ That is my 
native town, and in fact, lam a Grammot.” 

“ I was sure of it—sure of it,” the old 
gentleman cried. “ You are Josiah Gram- 
mot’s son.” 

“ The very same.” 

“ Why, bless you, boy, I knew your father 
well—went to school with him, in facL 
Didn’t be ever tell you anything about his 
old friend, Abel Chllcott?” 

“ Of course be has, many a time; and 
often I have heard him express the wish 
that he might see you again,” I replied. 

“To be sure, to be sure; and here I’ve 

been talking of going down to C-for the 

last ten years. Why only a day or two ago, 
I was speaking to my wife about Josiah— 
she knew him well. Your father will re¬ 
member her. She was an Overton—old 
Captain Overton’s daughter—used to live in 
that old red house over ’ tother side of Mug¬ 
gins Hill, Well, well, how times have 
changed I I’ve changed, too—have been 
most all over the world, since I was in 

C-. Joslah’s been prospered, of course, 

nothing to hinder, with half of the Gram¬ 
mot property for his own. I hadn’t any¬ 
thing to commence life with. Had to begin 
alone and take all the bard knocks and give 
’em back, too. Well, well, well, and so 
you are Joslah’s son ? Are you the only 
child?” 

“ I have one sister, sir.” 

“ Ah, indeed I” And so the old gentle¬ 
man kept rattling on for half an hour, 
WJten I arose to go, he invited me to call 
upon him at bis house. 

“ You must come up, my boy, I want to 
have a good long talk with you.” 

I promised to do so, and not only made 
the promise good, but finding my visits so 
agreeable, I spent at least three evenings a 
week at his house. 

In this way two months passed swiftly 
by. About that time I received a lettet 
from iny dear Lorenca, saying that as soon 
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as the school should close, she should hnny 
home where she intended to stop a week, 
and theu she should go to 0— to visit iny 
sister. There was only one thing that 
seemed to trouble the dear creature, and 
that was the fear that her father, who It 
seems wm a very “ stern parent,” might put 
a stop to our correspondence, as up to that 
time none of her famiiy knew anything 
of it. 

We had neither of us thought of this be¬ 
fore, or at least if I had, I supposed that by 
going to the paternal Feimoyer and stating 
our case, he would at once give his consent 
to our union. But 1 did not let this trouble 
me a great deal, for about this time some¬ 
thing arose that gave me plenty of foodfor 
thought. 

Tou see, Mr. Cbilcott and his'wife had 
grown very fond of me from some reason 
or other. My uncle hinted to me that my 
father had been a lover of Mrs. Chilcotl’s 
in the days of her girlhood, but whether 
that bad anything to do with that lady’s 
interest in my welfare, I know not. I only 
know that it became very distasteful to me 
being carried to such an extent, for, will 
you believe it? Mr. and Mrs. Ohilcott bad 
put their beads together and selected a wife 
for me I 

1 cannot undertake to describe my feel¬ 
ings when Mr. Cbilcott first introduced the 
subject. 1 was completely stunned. 

“ tVhy, my dear air, I am engaged I” I 
cried. 

» Fudge!” 

“I am a man of honor, Mr. Chllcott.” 

“ Not another girl like her in the world, 
boy I Sweet, sensible, handsome, agreeable, 
affectionate—everything in fact, that a 
man needs in a wife. I toll you, my boy, 
my niece Hen is a perfect jewel!” 

“ I haven’t the slightest doubt of it, my 
dear sir; but you see it is impossible!” 

“Fudge!” 

“ You .are unreasonable, Mr. Cbilcott.” 

“Not a bit of it. You haven’t seen her 
—my Ken. She’s coming to-day. Call up 
this evening, boy. This rushing headlong 
into matrimony, sir, with an ordinary 
woman, when my Ben is to be had tor the 


asking. Is altogether unreasonable, I want 
she should have a good husband, and you 
are just the man for her. I don’t know of 
another young man that I would recom¬ 
mend to her, and ’pon honor, she’s the only 
girl I could recommend to you. I shall ex¬ 
pect you up this evening. I only want you 
to see her, and I’ll go bail for the rest. 
Now don’t disappoint meand Mr. Cliil- 
cott turned on his heel and left the library. 

After thinking the matterover deliberate¬ 
ly, I concluded to go. It was to be my last 
night in the city, and I felt secure against 
all the arts a woman could bring to bear 
against me in one evening. “ Of course 
she can’t compare with my dear Lorenca,” 

I said. 

Ah, how the thought of her thrilled my 
soul I I had not seen her for three months, 
but still my heart beat just as warm and 
true as ever. That evening I called upon 
Mr. Chllcott. That gentleman answered 
the bell in person, and ushered me into the 
parlor. Mrs. Cbilcott greeted me, and 
then I turned towards the sofa, where I 
had caught just a glimpse of a young lady 
reclining, as I entered the room. 

I heard my name called'. Ah I could I 
mistake that voice ? 

“Am I dreaming?” I cried. “No, no, 
those eyes! that nosel those pearls and 
rubies I It is, it is my Lorenca!” 

Vfa fell into each other’s arms. 

“tVhy, what the deuce—” cried Mr. 
Chilcott. “I thought you were engaged?” 

.“And so I am, my dear sir; and this la 
the lady, whom I have sworn to love,” 

“ What, our Hen ?” 

“ Yes, your Eon,” the dear creature an¬ 
swered. 

“ Bless my stars, Mrs. Chilcott, we shan’t ■ 
make the match, after alii” 

“ Well, but you can help us,” I said. 

“ How, my dear boy?” 

“ Obtain Mr. Pennoyer’s consent to our 
marriage.” 

“Of course, I will;” and of course he 
did, for just six weeks from that day, I led 
the beautiful, magnilicent, dazzling, stun¬ 
ning and blushing Lorenca Pennoyer to 
the altar, and we twain were made one flesh. 
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OUT FROM THE SHADOW. 

BT ft RATTWie. 


“ Tbk pathira; of most every one In life 
lias Its light and its shadow. To some the 
light Is brighter and longer, while to others 
the shadow is deeper and less transient." 

The speaker was a girl just budding Into 
womanhood, that period of existence when 
the darker side of things is but rarely 
, thought of, and hardly ever considered of 
sufficient Importanee to cause mention. Tet 
here was Marian Graves, beautiful and cul¬ 
tured, surrounded by friends affectionate 
and earnest in their affection, the idol of 
parenU able and desirous of supplying every 
want, communing within herself, and with 
mou^nl accent giving expression to sad¬ 
dening thonj^ts. 

“iltulan,” spoke a sweet voice, and ere 
Cie echo died a hiss was pressed'on Mari¬ 


an’s brow. “Marian dear, the shadow 
needs to be dispelled by light; only think of 
life as a grand opportunity allowed by the 
fheator to make the paths of ofbeis 
pleasant.’’ 

“ Tee, I know. Aunt Mary, but it is hard 
to dispel the shadow oppressing another 
when one’s own grows deeper.’’ 

. “Marian, something mustbavehappened 
to have'caused tUs despondent mood; what 
is it? You are so different from what yon 
were a few weeks since, when 1 left you to 
visit my old home in Hew England.’’ 

“ O aunt,’’ said Marian, “ ’tis but a mo¬ 
ment of reflection that will soon pass away. 
Ton know that every one is at times 
serious.'’ 

Aunt Mary retired from the room, but she 
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was far from knowing tko causa of kfarian’s 
dejection, and yet was puszled because she 
was usually light-hearted, and had never 
been obliged to lace unaided the realities of 
life. One short month previous to this 
time Marian had gone to the home of her 
maiden aunt Alice Graves, her father’s sis¬ 
ter, who owned the Graves homestead, near 
the village of Franklin. The homestead 
consisted of a comfortable-looking old-fash¬ 
ioned residence, with numerous trumpet 
honeysuckles reselling their long vines over 
porch and gable, and crowning all with 
leaves and flowers; an outbuilding used as 
bani, workshop, and a receptacle for every 
stray thing found; and a few acres of land 
yielding just sufficient to pay the interest 
upon the money required to give the prem¬ 
ises a respectable appearance. 

Alice Graves, however, cared more for 
the view of field and forest, more for the 
recollections clustering around the old farm¬ 
house, more for the swiftly-running stream, 
the Sweetwater, that had been her confidant 
in her girlhood, and now, in her middle 
age, seemed to welcome her as royally 
whenever she graced its banks with her 
presence. Yes, she cared more for these 
than she did for the vegetables and fruits 
her few acres yielded. Of her relatives, 
Marian was the favorite, and received fre¬ 
quent invitations to visit the homestead. 

Shortly after her arrival Marian received 
as a present from her father a pony, one of 
those nervous excilahle animals that seem 
to lie nothing but nerve and spirit, without 
being vicious. Seated upon his back, Mar¬ 
ian visited many places in the neighbor¬ 
hood, and always rode with such evident 
enjoyment, into the spiritof wliich the pony 
entered, lli.at both came to be looked for 
with ple-a-surc from the open doors of many 
homes. Marian had been at her aunt’s 
Uiree weeks, and had only one more week 
to remain, ijjto which she had determined 
to infuse os much enjoyment and pleasur¬ 
able e.\ercis6 as she and the pony were 
tnipable of. • 

One September rooming, when the tdr 
was pure and bracing, a rooming when the 
highest physical pleasure consisted in sim¬ 
ply breathing, Marian rode slowly down the 
gravelled rood, through the open gate, out 
upon the highway, and in the direction of 
the bridge spanning the Sweetwater. This 
note Marian bad not tsken in some time, 
and now It was doubtful if she was con¬ 


scious of the direction in which she was go¬ 
ing. The reins hung loosely on the pony’s 
neck, and Marian seemed to be employing 
her thoughts in a reverie. Along the hi^- 
waythey went, and now the long narrow 
bridge without railing appears to view. 
Steadijy on walks the pony. Ah, Marian, 
it must be something pleasant indeed that 
shuts your thoughts from outward objects I 
Can you not see that the bridge is near, and 
that it is unsafe? No? But on she rides 
unheedingly. Now the bridge is reached, 
and still Marian moves not a hand to grasp 
a rein. She marks not the narrowness of 
the bridge, nor the absence of a protecting 
railing. On, still on. Now they are half 
way over. But wait I Thepony has placed 
a hoof upon a defective plank. It crocks, 
it bends, it breaks 1 Pony partially falls, 
but quickly recovers. Marian wakes. Too 
latel For the now terrified animal quickly 
rears, and plunges off the bridge into the 
swiftly-running stream. 

Both horse and rider sank beneath the 
surface. 'When they reappeared Marian had 
lost her scat, and . was tenaciously clinging 
to the saddle; hut the frequent plunging of 
the frightened beast, and Marian’s failing 
strength, released her grasp, and, entangled 
in the folds of her long riding-dress, she 
sank, with one wild cry for help. The cry 
attracted tlie attention of a yoimg man at 
work in an adjoining field. Haalcjiing to 
the river’s bank, regardless of personal con¬ 
siderations, he sprang into the water, and, 
swimming towards the centre of the stream, 
perceived an object floating with the current.' 
This proved to be Marian. 

Firmly grasping the now insensible girl, 
be endeavored to stem tiie swift current, 
but more than once became c.xliaiisted, and 
realized tliat lie w.os jeopardizing ids own 
life to save one whom he did not know, but 
whose pale beautiful face resting upon his 
arm, somehow touched the deepest sympa¬ 
thy of his nature. After severe exertion he 
reached the shore, and liastily carried his 
hunlcu to. tlie nearest farmhouse, where 
willing and sympathetic hands soon brou^t 
back to life the unconscious girl. 

Gratitude waa one of the strong elements 
in Marian’s character, and her first inquiry 
was as to the manner of her rescue, and of 
him who bad perilled his own life to save 
hers. But James Brown, as soon as he ha4 
ascertained that Marian was out of danger, 
had gone t- b'si home. A lesser man .wonld 
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have waited and received the tbankfol ot- 
feringi and endeavored to have iaid the 
foundation for either future acquaintance, 
or favor, or presumption. James Brown, 
however, had a sensitive nature, and al¬ 
though but a form laborer, obliged to work 
from the twilight of morning to that of 
evening, yet he shrank from receiving pub¬ 
licly an avowal of gratitude. To him there 
was something sacred in the giving thanks 
for willing service done, for did not thereby 
two lives meet and mingle that mightnever 
neet again, and yet both be shaped immeas- 
irably in the many years of the future by 
lie service rendered, and by the moment’s 
' nterchange of thought and grateful expres- 
lioii? James Brown, although of humble 
origin, bad been possessed since his early 
youth with a desire to acquire knowledge 
and better his condition. He had econo¬ 
mized and invested in books as much as 
possible, and after his day’s work was done, 
long after the family had retired to rest, he 
studied, analyzed and acquired. 

The following day Marian expressed her 
thanks iu a note delicately and gratefully 
worded. This James carefully treasured, 
without answering, hopingone day to attain 
a social position when the writer’s friend¬ 
ship could be claimed without presumption. 

It was the day before the one when Mar¬ 
ian was to depart for her own home. All 
the morning she had remained in the house 
conversing with her aunt, and now and 
then occupying her thouglits with her nar¬ 
row escape the few days before, and iu re¬ 
flections about him to whom she had writ¬ 
ten thanks. Marian had ascertained who 
he was, and from the information gathered 
conceived his true character, and desired to 
meet him the more for the purpose of show¬ 
ing by delicate action rather than words 
that she considered him worthy of the ac¬ 
quaintance and friendship of any true 
woman. 

Fate was propitious. In the afternoon 
Marian concluded to take a lost ride. So 
pony, who had escaped unharmed, was sad¬ 
dled and bridled, and cantered away with 
his lovely burden. Thera was a place In 
the forest Marian loved particularly to visit; 
where the undergrowth had interlaced, and. 
Covered by wild vines with their luxuriant 
foliage, formed an arbor “fit for the 
muses.” Thither Marian went, and asAhe 
Was abdnt io dismount, perceived that her 
favorite place was occupied. ' Bating the 


moment of hesitation the person arose and 
approached. In him, from her aunt’s de¬ 
scription, Marian recognized her preserver. 
She saw before her a young man about 
twenty-two years of age, with bright eyes 
and shapely features, an intellectual expres¬ 
sion crowning all. He was neatly though 
plainly clad. Bowing, Marian said: 

“ Mr. Brown, I believe?” 

Politely raising his hat, without awkward¬ 
ness and with a smile, he said: 

“ Miss Graves, I perceive that this arbor, 
formed without the assistance of art, has 
other admirere than myself.” 

“Yes,” replied Marian, pleasantly, “I 
have passed many hours happily here, and 
regard it as one of the friends I have made. 
Indeed, about leaving, I could not go with¬ 
out bidding it, with the others, a last good- 
by, and express to it and them my grateful¬ 
ness for the pleasure they have given, as 
well as” — and Marian’s voice trembled 
with emotion —“for the aelf-sacriSciug acts 
that have prevented sorrow from reaching 
the hearts of those who assemble around 
the fireside at home.” 

“Miss Graves,”—and the deeppurevoice 
was expressive of feeling—“it is indeed 
pleasurable to be thus distinguished in 
your thoughts. Allow me to accept your 
expressions of gratitude, and say tliat the 
occasion giving rise to them is sliglit indeed 
as compared with your favorable recogni¬ 
tion.” 

James bowed, turned, and was soon lost 
to view in the forest. Marian perceived 
that here was one wliom no occupation nor 
surroundings could make inferior. Hu rose 
above them. There was an indefinite, inde¬ 
scribable nobility about him that engaged 
Morion’s attention, and caused her to form 
the wish that other and mure favoralile cir¬ 
cumstances existed making a furtlier and 
intimate acquaintance possible. Thu more 
she thought the more extensive were;her 
wishes, untii her daydreams had for their 
central figure James Browu, becoming with 
each succeeding day more and .more ideal¬ 
ized. As after light comes darkness, so fre¬ 
quently after each dissolving view .Marian 
was shadowed by; a feeling: of. sacluess.re- 
Bulting. from the thought that “it might 
have been.” . . . 

And now, sther Inxnrious .home ,in the 
dty ol Fairbrldge, in answerto. Aunt Moryls 
suggestion, she is saying that if hard to 
dispel the shadow opprnuing another when 
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one’s own grows deeper.” The possible 
was to her, as to others, more attractive 
than the actual, and the disappointment of 
the present clouded the possibilities of the 
future. 

Another year passed, but James Brown 
was not forgotten. Marian had often de¬ 
sired to write to Aunt Alice and ask concern¬ 
ing him, but maidenly pride intervened and 
prevented. Now, however, she accepted 
her aunt’s invitation to visit Franklin with 
eagerness, yet fearing to meet him lest he 
should appear inferior to the ideal her 
thoughts had formed. Several days passed 
before an opportunity occurred for Marian 
to satisfy her eager curiosity, and then sud¬ 
denly Aunt Alice said, in the manner of one 
who had intended to speak before, but had 
forgotten, and now spoke hastily for fear of 
forgetting again: 

“ O Marian, have you ever heard of the 
young man who saved your life last sum¬ 
mer—Mr. Brown?” 

“ No, I have not,” Marian replied. “Is 
be here now?” 

“No,” said Aunt Alice, “he is not. 
There is something very peculiar about him. 
A few days after you went last year he dis¬ 
appeared, and no one has heard from him 
since. I thought perhaps. he Irad gone to 
the city, where you possibly might have met 
him.” 

Marian did not continue the conversation. 
The real object of her visit had been accom¬ 
plished. He had disappeared. No one 
knew of him. No one had heard from him. 
Bhe would never see him again. Yes, in¬ 
deed, were her half-formed hopes the veriest 
phantasms. 

Two years more had rolled on with their 
many changes. Marian had developed into 
a' superior woman. Always beautiful, now 
her beauty in its full unfolding was softened 
and winning. Hers was not of that impe¬ 
rious character that for the moment allures, 
and even for a time may retain, but event¬ 
ually loses. Her beauty won not merely 
admiration, but devotion heartfelt and 
lasting. 

Now, as she accompanies her father 
to witness the commencement exercises of 
the college of Oakgrove, it can be truthfully 
said of her, that she has uiifolded with the 
years, having the shade of disappointment 
■ resting upon her. A great number have as¬ 
sembled to hear Ae graduating exercises. 
All the morning people have been coming. 


This to them is the day of days of the 
whole year; and year after year thp same 
people come and listen, without comprehen¬ 
sion, to about the some salutatory in Latin, 
and smirk and nod to each other their appro¬ 
bation, and look as knowingly as though they 
hod in the days of old trod the Appian lYay, 
or scaled the Tarpeian rock. 

Most of the orations were not different 
from those usually given, either composed 
of the refuse of the graduate’s imagination, 
or for the most part showing the workman¬ 
ship of the professor of rhetoric and elocu¬ 
tion. 

At last the gray-haired president an¬ 
nounced— “ James Browning”—speaking 
the last syllable of the surname with the 
falling inflection, causing Marian to half 
arise and nervously repeat to herself, 
“James Brown?” The next moment, 
however, she perceived her mistake. The 
president said, “Subject—^Human charac¬ 
ter, with the valedictory, by James Brown¬ 
ing.” 

Marian sank back to her seat. But the 
orator’s voice soimded familiar. And there 
was a resemblance in his features to those 
that had so long dwelt in her memory. 
Possibly, James Brown might have looked 
thus had be been moulded, developed, and 
deified by years of feeling and reflection. 
Yet the name was different. “No I No! it 
cannot be,” thought Marian, and yet that 
voice, so expressive of subdued feeling, re¬ 
minded her of him. And once Marian 
thought, perhaps without cause, that the 
speaker perceived her, half hesitated, and 
then spoke on with greater strength and 
more passionate utterance. After the fare¬ 
well had been spoken sadly and impres¬ 
sively to instructors and classmates, and at 
the close of the valedictory, a perfect storm 
of bouquets evinced the enthusiasm that the 
powerful and eloquent effort had occa¬ 
sioned. Perhaps it was intended, but it 
was certainly strange that the valedictorian 
should have stooped and selected from the 
numerous bouquets, one of white rosebuds 
and English violets, that Marian hod thrown. 
Pressing it tenderly to his lips, with his 
eyes resting upon her ho bowed In a grace¬ 
ful and dignified manner, and retired from 
the stage. 

Marian trembled. Was hope long de¬ 
ferred to bo realized? Would this talented 
and cultured gentleman seek her out? And 
in Mm would she find the one whose every 
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word in the arbor in the forest, she 

had tre^^i^d in'rher memory ? 

B^ .the last woid of the closing address 
to the graduates has been spoken by the 
aged president; the peQple .are dispersing, 
and she sees many hands offered to James 
Browning. Why can she not offer hers in 
congratulation, and evince pleasure, openly 
in his triumph? But he does not look in 
her direction, neither does he approach, 
and Marian passes out of the door with one 
lingering backward glance. It seemed to 
James Browning that thus she passed out 
o£ his life, leaving upon him a shadow. 

Two years more haVe rolled on with their 
additional changes. With these years also 
Marian has grown. She has' cultured her 
taste for art, and has had her landscapes,. aS 
well as her ideal creations, worked in oil, 
both admired'^and coveted. Her beauty un¬ 
dimmed has been heightened by a higher 
refinement. And as she stands at the o^n 
window looking out upon the fiowers and 
trees, now at the elouds and sky, it must be 
affirmed that it is the divinest of womanly 
graces to remain pure, and become eultured, 
^th hopes and wishes unfulfilled. Ke- 
eeutly her father has become involved in 
litigation, in which the greater part of his 
property is at stake. He and Marian have 
come to the city of Wooffiand to be present 
at the trial of the cause. Now she turns 
from the open window, from the fields and 
flowers,* and arm In arm with her father 
proceeds to the courtroom, where the de¬ 
cision is to be rendered, either that they re¬ 
tain their large landed proj^rty or be re- 
diteed to comparative poverty. But let 
come what may, Marian, with, her great 
heart, will cheer, and bless her father, and 
will meet misfortune face to face with that 
same sad yet beautiful smile. 

The judge proceeds to call the calendar: 
“The first Cbse to be taken up is that of 
John Bronson, versus Theodore Graves; at¬ 
torneys for the plaiiitifi are Messrs. Thomp¬ 
son and, Sicates; for the defendant. Bice, 
Smith Mid'fefowning.” The counsel for 
the.plaintiS announce themselves as ready 
for trial. Mr.' iiee, leading counsel for 
ihe defendant, states that M^. ^ nn- 

■■ to prcsehf,,and that he himself, is 


e abseiB firom.Jtow 
its as' a :^ypr',that 



sen^g the defendant but the junior comisel, 
a MI. Browning, but just iatoitted tp the 
bar. The attorneys for the plaintiff are 
jubilant They suppose that with a young, 
and inexperienced lawyer opposed to them 
they will have no difficulty in winning the 
case. 

But their confidence becomes sli^tty 
lessened after the cross examination of their 
first witness, for the young attorney has, by 
wonderfui shrewdness and persuasiveness 
in the questioning, destroyed the entire 
effect, of the direct examination,. and his 
knowledge of the case becoming more and 
more apparent, as the testimony of each 
witness is thus sifted, creates astonishment 
the greater that the confidence previously 
exhibited had been caused by a feeling of 
contempt for him as an opponent. The 
trial lasted three days. 

When Browning made his spdech for th'e 
defence, then, indeed, did they recognize 
his power. In a ciose and searching plan¬ 
ner he analyzed the testimony, and by terse 
and pointed expression exhibited its wonh 
or worthlessness. In the presentation of 
the principles applicable to the facts, he 
evinced a knowledge and research complete 
and convincing, and rising to the higher 
considerations of right and justice, be ap¬ 
pealed to the deepest and finest feeling,' in 
language eloquent and impressive, causing 
the heart of each juror to beat in advocacy 
of the cause so warmly defended. Mr. 
Thompson closed the argument for the 
plaintiff, making, however, but a sli^t im¬ 
pression. The jury, after an, absence of a 
few moments, returned a .verdict ,in favor 
of the defendant, Theodore Graves. Mr, 
Graves grasped his, advocate’s band, but 
speech came slowly. ; His gratitude was over¬ 
powering. At last he said: 

“ Mr. Browning, I cannot thank you now 
as I -would wish, but believe me, .that; you 
have done a. w.ork t^ay . that, .merits the 
greatest praise,, and will .e.yer be renrotn- 
bered by me.with thapkfuln.ess.” . 

Ho insisted that, the ..young Aonld 
accqmpany.him to,t^b„^t*^0,i...t'h^o.,he, apd 
his daughter;'wene,s^PPfng.. r, - . 

Mari^, in M^r^^co.^ith'^hpr 
rcqupsi,.hpd,re|p,alfled'kyi;aS.^pi^®^^ 
room; dtifing 'nrpsfi ,,or,t^e. ;(ffl^,,^^yet 

had,n9t,n6ti'ped.';!^. 

sa^g, “Marian, we haye won.” 
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She turned, and beheld with her father, 
James Browning, the valedictorian at Oak 
Grove two years before. With amazement 
she ilstened. 

“ Marian, this is Mr. Browning, through 
whose skill and ability our property has been 
preserved to us.” 

She approached, extended lier hand, and 
said, O, how wlnningiy, “ Mr. Browning, 
yon are welcome.” 

When .he retired from the presence of 
father and daughter it was with an earnest 
Invitation from both to continue the acquain¬ 
tance so favorably begun. 

Theodore Graves concluded to make his 
home at Woodland, as there were centered 
nearly all of his bu.siness interests, and at 
his residence James Browning has become 
a frequent visitor, respected by the father 
and viewed witli a far more tender affection 
by the daugliter. All the thoughts and 
hopes of two years before have come back 
with added force. In many ways she has 
been persuaded that James Browning was 
known to her in the past. Certoinl/, the 
name was different, and the appearance un¬ 
like, but, as in the man we detect tlie youth 
with whom we were formerly acquainted 
by a resemblance we perceive but cannot 
express, so Marian gradually became con¬ 
vinced that James Brown and James Brown¬ 
ing were one. Witli her now it was not a 
hoim but a certainty. She made no inihie- 
dlate allusions, however, to her belief, but 
determined to express her teinembraiice of 
the past in language delicate and sugges¬ 
tive, the language of art. Iteauinlng the 
brush, fur a lung time unused, she was oc¬ 
cupied for several weeks in her studies. 
One evening James Bruwning culled and 
Was invited into the dtuwing-roum where 
Marian was silling- Uuring tlie post few 
weeks he hud been very attentive to her, 
and had become mure and mure interested; 
but her manner toward him, though kind 
and pleasant, seemed to be iireoceupied, and 
he began to feel tlial she eulcrtained him 
priucii>ally on account of her gratitude for 
bis exertion la her father’s behalf, while 
her thoughts were far away. “ Con it be,” 
he wondered, ” that another has won her? 
Are all these long years of hardship and 
struggling for position to win no reward?” . 

Although becoming hopeless he continued 
fals visits, her smile of greeting each time 
oatutog him to hope anew. To-nl^t, how* 
erer, in a Und, almost aSeetionate manner, 


she greeted him. James at once became 
ligbt-hearted, and his eyes beamed upon 
her with the affection of wlilch, in her heart, 
Marian was proud. Duriug the day a new or¬ 
nament hod been placed upon the wali. An 
oil painting, with a frame of rosewood hav¬ 
ing an inner lining of gilt. 

After Marian’s greeting, as James turned 
to a seat ho perceived the painting, and with 
the remark, “Something new?” stepped 
nearer. Why docs ho start so visibly? And 
behold I his face expresses great astonish¬ 
ment. Does the painting work this 
result? Marion, also, with her head in¬ 
clined slightly forward, tremblingly covers 
her eyes with her hand. Is tills also pro¬ 
duced by the picture? James sees repre¬ 
sented before him a stream, spanned by a 
long narrow bridge, unprotected by a rail¬ 
ing. What Is that just below, floating with 
the current? It Is—no? yes I It Is a horse, 
and clinging to the saddle, being partially 
submerged, is a woman, her face turned 
away from tire observer. But what occa- 
siuiis the excitcineut that James strives with 
only iwrtial success to suppress? Ah] he 
is looking at the figure of the youth ha.stcii- 
ing down the river’s bank. Nearer to the 
painting he bends. Tes, the face resembles 
his. It is os he looked live years before. 
The artist must Iiave had the features con¬ 
tinually In her memory to have been able 
to represent them so accurately. James 
reads the title, “ To the rescue,” and en¬ 
closed in brackets the words, “A thank- 
offering.” 

He looks from the pointing. His face is 
illumined with the knowledge that the past 
lias not been forgotten, and tliat sAe has 
thought continually of him. He turns, half 
fearing to flud her gone. But no, there she 
sits with her eyes shaded. He pauses a 
moment and asks himself, “ Is this real?” 
MGiat a change, indeed, five years have 
mode. She moves not. 

“Marian,” said he, tenderly. 

“ Marian,” he repeated, moving forward. 

No answer, but the shapely head Inclines 
farther, and the trembling becomes more 
noticeable. Placing bis hand gently upon 
her shoulder, he continues: 

“ Marian, I thank you. It is the great¬ 
est pleasure to know that sine# we met in 
the forest bordering the Sweetwater, you 
have made me, to some extent; the subject 
of your thoughts. Then I was called Junes 
Brown through an nureCHfied mlstalte of 
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tho family with whom 1 woa iiving. Even 
then I dared to hope one day to be esteemed 
by you as an equal. Three years after 
I saw you at Oak Grove. O, how 1 hoped 
to be recognized; but you departed, leaving' 
upon me a shadow. Marian, I have labored, 
studied and surmoimtcd many difBcultlos, 
to become worthy of you. Tour dcar face 
bos ever beckoned mo on with its beaming. 
Marian dear, I have loved you through ail 
these years. I love you still, and will un¬ 
changeably. Will you not crown my hope 
with a happy and glorious fulfilment? 'Will 


yon not dispel my shadow with the llgjit of 
your preferment?” 

iShe raises her face suffused with blushes, 
and with her eyes joyously sparkling amid 
Uieir setting of tears, lays her hand softly 
inhls.vi; 

“ James,” she says, “ we both have walt- 
' cd, and improved in the waiting, although 
shadowed by. disap^intuieut.^ ,'Wp bpth 
have suffered from hb^" unrealit^ed. .^ut 
now happy in each other’s regard we boli 
con repeat, “ Out from the shadow we have 
come.” 
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PHILIP AND LOUISE. 

B7 HB8TSB O. LAUBEATS. 


The Dames given in the title of this stoiy 
are cut In tbe stone walls of a room in an 
old building in France, which was once the 
property of Cardinal Mazarin—^The story 
runs thus: 

It was a cold and cheerless night during 
the regency of Anne of Austria. It was 
wet, too; so wet, that the garments of a 
man who was passing through the gardens 
of the Palais Koyal, had become thoroughly 
saturated. 

He made his way hastily, nor slackened 
bis speed until he reached a gate, the key 
of which he had lost, or forgotten. After 
a vain search he uttered an exclamation 
of surprise or dismay. 

The situation w^, indeed, an unpleasant 
one, for the path he had traversed led only 
lo the apartments of the queen*mother, 
Anna of Austria, and the hour was an un> 
seasonable one. Moreover, he could only 
enter his own apartments through this gate, 
for the mau shivering with cold and fear, 
was the wily statesman. Cardinal Mazarin. 
For some time he walked back and forth, 
in sheer vexation, and then was forced by 
extreme cold to attempt climbing the high 
fence with iron railings, that seemed to 
.lefy his efforts to reach the haven be 
sought. It was just possible he might do 
this without disturbing the guard, who 
were stationed at either end of the fence. 

But accustomed as he was to political 
climbing, he was in this case destined to 
ignominious failure, for his cardinal’s robe 
caught an iron point, just as he thought 
himself safely over, and he could only call 
lustily for help. 

This adventure of the cardinal was hist 
whispered in the saloons, and then spoken 
boldly of, by the young count Philip de 
Yilleueuve, who was a gentleman of great 
wealth and very handsome. He had lived 
a somewhat gay and reckless life, was ad> 
mired by Queen Anne, and was a favorite 
at court. The antiquarian Deiarue asserts 
that the queeu>mbther was at that time 
secretly married to Mazarin, who feared 
and was jealous of, the young count, and 
bad long been seeking some way to effect 
his ruin. Now he was resolved. Fear and 


jealousy had become bitter hatred, and on 
a charge of treason Philip was imprisoned. 

He was not long, however, in making bis 
escape, and astonished tbe lords and ladles 
of tbe court, by appearing among them In 
velvet doublet, gold fringe, and point lace, 
entertaining all within his circle, by relat¬ 
ing bis experience as a prisoner, until tbe 
entrance of tbe lord cardinal, when he was 
again arrested, and taken back to his cell. 

Again the count escaped from his hated 
prison, and again appeared among his 
friends in court dress, which news was Im¬ 
mediately carried to the cardinal. Before 
the evening had ended, and while be was 
conversing with Clara de Hautefort, tbe 
guards led him from the brilliant saloon, 
and placed him, manacled and blindfolded, 
in a close carriage, so that the gay courtier 
bad no idea where they were taklnghim; 
but knew by the distance that it must be 
far away from the Bastile, the gay csurtba 
loved so well, and the fair-haired Anne of 
Austria, whose vanity he had flattered by 
his boyish devotion, but whose displeasure 
he had incurred, by an unfortunate and ill** 
timed pleasantry. At length the horses 
slackened their pace, and leaving the car¬ 
riage, the guards took the prisoner through 
long and winding passages, keeping him 
blindfolded, until within 'tbe room which 
was henceforth to be bis prison. This room 
was low and long. The stone walls formed 
an arch overhead, and the windows were 
barred and double barred; while everything 
around was mouldy and fast going to decay. 

Before the sense of bewilderment had 
passed away, his jailor came hobbling over 
tbe stones on crutches, for he was lame, 
and had but one arm. 

“ Why am 1 here ?” the count asked, look¬ 
ing gloomily around. “ The Bastile was 
better tbau this.” 

“Itisforthe cardinal’s pleasure, that 
young nobles are sent here; you need not 
ask me why. How should 1 know, indeed ? 
My orders are, that between us, Louise and 
I, we keep you safe from all barm, allowing 
you no opportunity of making your escape 
under penalty of -death, do you hear? 
Death I Should Count Philip de VlUeneuvO 
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escape us, ve are both to be put to death. 
Ko hat and cloak floating In the -water be¬ 
low, no figure placed upon yonder bed will 
save U3; for should you escape by stratagem 
from this place, your jailors are to be 
hanged in the courtyard below.” 

Louise and 11' 

“ Louise 1” repeated the young nobleman. 
“ Who Is Louise ?” 

” My daughter. 1 am too lame to go back 
and forth all day long. Louise will be your 
keeper; so, while 1 keep guard at the en¬ 
trance, Louise will be in this passage, and 
will attend you faithfully. Never fear, she 
will guard you carefully, for—she had 
orders from the lord cardinal.” 

” Is she young?” the prisoner asked. 

“ Yes, young enough; twenty or there¬ 
abouts; mayhap you’ 11 fall in love with her.” 

The count observed a sarcastic smile 
upon the father’s ghastly countenance, as 
ho went hobbling away through the long 
passage. 

The remark was a cruel one, for a father 
to make concerning an unfortunate child; 
but disappointment had made him bitter,for 
he hod once hoped great things from the 
great beauty of Louise’s face. 

" Yeung, twenty or thereabouts,” mused 
the prisoner. ” Not a bad Idea. I will fall 
in love with her—apparently, and then she 
will find some means to effect my escape, 
for it Is only by strategy that I can hope to 
escape from this place. They will be vigi¬ 
lant, if their life depends on my being kept 
hSre. Yes, I will fall in love with this girl. 
She need not be hanged for it, either; for. 
If she liberates me, 1 can take her away 
from here, and provide for her handsomely; 
there Is an old place of mine—” 

Here, his meditations were Interrupted 
by the turning of a key. The door slowly 
opened, and what did he see ? deformity in 
its most hideous aspect—dwarfed deformity. 

Was this the daughter—and had the 
father made a cruel jest of her misfortune ? 
Love, or even the semblance of it, in con¬ 
nection with such an object, filled his soul 
With a shuddering horror. When be had 
sufficiently overcome this feeling he looked 
again; this time into the face of his strange 
jailor. Any of the court beauties would 
have given all the wealth they possessed 
for such beauty as the count looked upon 
for the first time. 

A complexion of wonderful purity >nd 
fairness, an abundance of hair falling la 


soft masses upon the bent shoulders; eye* 
large and lustrous; features as regular as 
though chiselled from marble, and an ex¬ 
pression which changed rapidly from sym¬ 
pathy to sarcasm, as the prisoner, forgetful 
of all else, studied her face. At length she 
spoke: 

“ The Count Philip de Vllleneuve was 
not aware that the cardinal is a collector of 
curiosities. 1 am a specimen—Louise Be> 
tole, at your service.” 

Her voice was so singularly sweet, her 
pronunciation so perfect, that the count 
could not but answer her respectfully, not¬ 
withstanding the sarcasm hidden beneath 
its sweetness. 

“ I beg pardon, Louise, if my steady gaze 
has offended; but I am so much bewildered, 
and everything seems so strange, that I fear 
I bare forgotten the manners becoming a 
gentleman.” 

“ There will be no need to remember 
them here,” she said, sadly; “you will see 
no one but my father and myself. 1 came 
to bring you bread.” 

She had answered with such gentle 
dignity that he was at a loss for words, and 
he commenced eating the bread she had 
brought him, looking down upon it, while 
she in her turn studied his face. 

Then she brought him water to drink, 
and left him to bis musings, whieh were of 
a different nature than before her coming. 

Had this gay courtier heart enough to 
abandon the project he had formed, of gain¬ 
ing his liberty through the love be should 
awaken in the heart of one whom he ind 
imr^ined to be as beautiful in form as in 
features; when, instead of the ideal he had 
formed, be saw an object of pity, and from 
which a man would naturally shrink? 

He had lived a gay dissolute life, and bis 
heart was not one to be touched easily, but 
his plans were disconcerted. It would not 
be easy, even could be conquer the aversion 
he felt, to make this girl believe that be 
was. even interested in her, for in this one 
Interview he comprehended the character 
-with which be bad to deal. To such sensi¬ 
tiveness as is ever the portion of unfortu¬ 
nate beings like Louise Bertole, was added 
the sarcasm taught her by bitter experi¬ 
ence. She had lived her life alone. Yean 
ago, when she was a child, other children 
bad shrank from the caresses she would 
have lavished upon them, and her father 
had not been able to love her, as be bad 
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loved the perfect children whose lives had 
not been spared to him. 

“It will take time,” he thought; “but 
this girl must love me. I can see no other 
way of obtaining my freedom." 

Gradually be gained the confidence of 
Louise, and learned that the place in which 
he was imprisoned was a house belonging 
to Mazarin, and was a kind of prison, where 
the cardinal confined his own personal 
enemies, or more properly speaking, those 
courtiers lie bated for some real or supposed 
influence which they had over the queen- 
mother. 

At length the prisoner reproached his 
keeper with being harsh and unkind to 
him, as she was at times, the manner hav¬ 
ing become habitual to her; but in her 
heart there was all kindness toward the 
young and handsome nobleman. 

“ Tou should not treat me unkindly, 
Louise,” he said, “because others have 
failed to understand the beauty of your 
soul.” And so with gentle tender words 
he melted the ice which was an outer cover¬ 
ing only of the deformed girl’s heart. 
Beneath it her heart beat with generous 
impulses, and true womanly feeling. Still, 
the approach to the love he had determined 
on was slow, so slow that when months bad 
passed, he had no longer the desire to win 
it as a means of obtaining freedom. 

In Louise he had found a companion. 
Her clear subtile intellect had for him a 
sort of fascination. She bad aii her life 
treasured up poetry and romance; bad mas¬ 
tered more of science than bis idle life had 
given him time to do. The loneliness of 
the prison had become something of the 
past; the courtier had become a student, 
the cell a library; for be was not without 
money from his own estates, and Louise 
could readily get for him whatever he 
wished from Paris. He had forgotten to 
think of her as a repulsive being, as day by 
day the beauty of her mind revealed itself. 

She learned her power, aud in this sweet 
companionship, his mind soared above'the 
selfishness which had dwarfed it. In this 
strange friendship be had found rest, aud 
awaited patiently for the time when bis 
persecutors should be induced, through tbe- 
persuasions of bis friends, to liberate him. 

To Louise this companionship had opeued 
a new world and her love became devotion. 
Anxiously she watched the fading color, 
and saw the face which was to her as tbs 


face of an angel, grow thin and colorless. 

The room, with low arches and stone 
walls, was dark and damp; Philip had been 
accustomed to sunshine, warmth and libei> 
ty, until be was so unfortunate as to incur 
the cardinal’s displeasure. 

The bread Louise brought him was hard¬ 
ly tasted, and she often cqptrlved to elude 
the vigilance of the old soldier her father, 
and carry to Philip’s cell delicacies she 
had prepared. But all seemed of no avail, 
and he became so sad that even Louise’s 
smiles failed to cheer him. As his strength 
failed, she nursed him more tenderly, but 
the fever in his veins was not to be thus 
destroyed. 

“Philip, dear Philip,” she said, clasping 
her small hands in anguish, “ you will die 
here;” then added slowly and distinctly— 
“ you must go away 1” 

Her tender thoughtfulness, together with 
a prospect of freedom, invigorated him so 
much that the color came into his face, 
and the light to his eyes. Then, as the im¬ 
possibility of this presented itself to bis 
mind, he sobbed aloud. 

“Ko, Louise, it is quite impossible T’ he 
answered, at length. 

“ Nothing is impossible to those who are 
determined,” she said; and so left him to 
wonder at her courage and devotion. 

The following evening Louise opened the 
door, saying, “Philip you most follow 
me.” 

He followed her through passage ^ter 
passage, as one in a dream, until at length 
they stood beneath the canopy which is at 
night studded with stars. It was to him 
as a glimpse of heaven, and the air seemed 
to cool the fever in his veins. After breath¬ 
ing itin silence fora few moments, he said, 
giving a sigh of relief: 

“ Now, my sweet friend and comforter, 
I am ready to go in; back to my prison cell. 
I shall be better fur this.” 

“ Back, Philip 1” she exclaimed, “when 
I have everything planned for your escape ? 
No 1 Go and be happy.” 

“ Never 1” he answered. “ Do I not know 
that my life will be your death V’ 

“ It may not be so,” she said in her beau¬ 
tiful renunciation of self; “and it is cer¬ 
tain death for you to reenter those walls. 
Dolnotknow the prison fever ? Philip, I 
hid you go; to remember poor Louise only 
as a dream, which, although frightful at 
first, you did not fear at the last.” 
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"Keltherdo I fear to meet my fate. I 
am no coward I Come,” lie said, taking her 
band, ‘Met ns return to our books.” 

Then from the depths of those lustrous 
eyes the soul looked out, as she answered 
with unfaitering devotion: 

“ Philip, I cannot let you die. Go i” 

The word was a command, and for the 
moment the deformed girl a queen. She 
had determined on his reiease; and he al¬ 
lowed himself to hope that he could return, 
and take her, with her father, to a place.of 
safety, before Uazarin was aware ef bis 
escape, as he did nut intend to pressut him¬ 
self at court us in times past. 

‘‘1 will go,” he said, fondly kissing her 
fair brow; “ but, Louise, 1 will not desert 
you, for I shall soon return, and place you 
with your father in a home which shall be 
all your own.” 

With those words he disappeared, and 
Louise Bertole kneeling, clasped her bands, 
and breathed a prayer for bis safety. 

He reached bis friends; but the fever 
was not to be baffled; and during bis rav¬ 
ings his friends concealed him carefully. 
At length, when consciousness, and suffi¬ 
cient strength returned, he was told that 
Louise and her father bad been placed in 


close confinement, and were sentenced to 
death. 

He remembered the favor the queen- 
mother had sometimes shown him, and 
hastened to her, to plead with her for her 
infiuence with hlazarin in behalf of his 
liberator and her father. She promised to 
intercede for them, and ho hastened to the 
prison to carry this encouragement to 
Louise. 

The vengeance of the cardinal had been 
swift, and the sight Count Philip de Yille- 
neiive saw in the courtyard was one which 
saddened bis future life. 

Upon a rude table were stretched two 
forms, and sheets covered them. Hear by 
was the seaSold. 

He was never imprisoned again, as Maza- 
rln’s death occurred soon after the events 
related above; but the shadow of tbatscaf- 
fold hung over him forever, and the serious 
mau who took the place of Count Philip 
de Villeneuve bore no resemblance to that 
gay courtier. The tragedy of his prison 
life bad made him seem to himself a ghost 
among men. The remaining years of his 
life be devoted to the acquisition of 
knowledge, and he was called ” Philip the 
Philosopher.” 
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PLOT AND CODNTEBPLOT. 

BT OKOBOS B. OBIFFIXB, 


WnxH first stationed at Port C-, our 

ranks vere filled so rapidly that the quar¬ 
ters then nsed proved Inadequate, and sev¬ 
eral sqnads were assigned rooms that had 
been nsed for other purposes. Four young 
fellows, two of whom had been appointed 
non-commissioned officers, and the others 
detailed for special duty, were offered half 
of a large apartment on the upper floor of 
a building containing commissary stores— 
provided they would board up a room for 
themselves in one comer, and build a pair 
of stairs by way of> communication with it 
against the outside of the building, the 
stairway to lead to a window answering 
the purpose of a door. With this proposi¬ 
tion they cheerfully Complied, inasmuch as 
the edifice was outside .the garrison, and 
away from the particular espionage of their ' 
superior officers. So if they desired to 
have a light burning after “ taps ” at any 
time, or have a high “ lark ” when noise 
would not be a hindrance, they could in¬ 
dulge with no fear of being troubled by the 
“ military guardians of the night.” 

One of these gay young soldier boys, 
shortly after they had removed into this 
retired abode, began to pay attentions to a 
lovely young lady, a resident of the town 
on which the fort was situated. He was 
scrupulously fastidious in his dress, neat 
in all things to a fault, and prided himself 
upon being the smartest-appearing soldier 
in our command. 

One evening while he was absent, his 
weekly courting night, his three compan¬ 
ions sat by the stove engaged in frolicsome 
conv^ation. Suddenly John-, a usu¬ 

ally sober-minded fellow, proposed to play 
a little trick on their love-making comrade 
that ali couid enjoy. His plan was, as the 
night promised to be quite cloudy, to place 
a pail of water on the roof over the win¬ 
dow, and attach to it a string, fastened to 
a sash that slid in a groove to answer the 
purpose of a doer, the whole to be so ar¬ 
ranged, as the eaves were quite fiat, that 
when the sash was shoved bock the con¬ 
tents of the pail would descend like a 
shower-b^th over him. 

. The others were delighted with the idea. 


and at nine o’clock, as the moon was much 
obscured, they fixed the bucket to it so it 
would work to a nicety, and blowing out 
their candle, awaited anxiously the grand 
denouement. 

Two hours later their ears were tickled 
by the sound of their comrade’s familiar 
footsteps, and soon he was heard tramping 
hastily up the stairs. Unsuspectingly 
grasping the window with a firm band, be 
threw it back, oversetting the pall, and 
splash, splash down came the plenteous 
drops in a stream, deluging him to the 
skin. At the same instant a simultaneous 
roar of muffied laughter reached bis ears, 
and then horrible oaths burst from his lips. 
All was still as death, however, when he 
entered the room, shaking himself like a 
water-dog, and swearing loud and deep. 
He knew it was useless endeavoring to find 
out who originated the plot, but dete> 
mined to guess the author, and retaliate 
in some way upon him. 

It happened a few evenings afterwards 
that the person, whom be strongly sus¬ 
pected of committing the act, visited the 

city of N- to atteiid a lecture, and he 

thought it would be a good occasion to 
hatch some punishment for his endurance. 
Of course the other “ blades ” coincided 
with the plan, and he immediately devised 
a scheme for bis reception home. Across 
the middle of the room they stretched a 
stout cord to trip him up, then three or 
four chairs were overturned for him to 
stumble over ere he could recover his 
equilibrium; beyond them some trunks so 
arranged that iu falling over them he 
would be precipitated into a great horse- 
trough, filled to the brim with water, which 
they had dragged, by assistance from 
others, up the stairs. Everything being in 
readiness, they retired, promising them¬ 
selves the sight of a rich tableau, free 
gratis. 

It chanced that the father of their ab¬ 
sent roommate arrived in the city that 
evening on a visit to his son, and was met 
by him on the street. After attending the 
lecture, they started for the fort, with the 
understanding that the old gent should 
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share his son’s bed. Being a little afraid 
that the water-trick over the window 
might he repeated, the young man, closely 
followed by his father, whom he had not 
informed of the possible danger, mounted 
the stairs, and closely inspecting the roof, 
for the night was dark, saw all was right, 
and attempted to run hack the sash. The 
rogues had previously engaged a person to 
fasten them In from the outside, hy slip¬ 
ping a nail through a crevice against the 
window, as they were in the hahltof doing 
when all went out, in order to make be¬ 
lieve they were then absent, and dismiss 
all fears of being “played on.” Assured 
of their absence, and that the “coast was 
clear,” the soldier pulled out the nail and 
Immediately entered, bis revered “pari- 
ent ” keeping close by his side. As the 
light and matches were on a little shelf at 
the opposite end of the room, he strode 
hastily in that direction, and both were 
sprawled headlong at the same time over 
the rope. Unable to save themselves, 
they were precipitated upon the over¬ 
turned chairs, and from them were upset 
over the trunks headfirst Into the huge 
horse-trough, from which they scrambled, 
completely soaked by" the immersion, and 
not a little bewildered. 

Believing the man who accompanied 
their chum was one of their own company, 
the rogues set up a tremendous guffaw, 
mingled with hoots of derision. But when 
a lamp was lighted, great was their cha¬ 
grin on perceiving who their elder victim 
was; yet their humble apologies were re¬ 
ceived in good part, and the rough treat¬ 
ment excused. 

The soldier who had so severely suffered 
determined to have ample vengeance for 
it, and set his wits to work for a move¬ 
ment that would punish the other three. 
He allowed sevetal weeks to pass away, till 
the story of his mishap had become stale, 
and they were less shy ot' traps they had 
daily expected would be set by his hand 
for their disquietude. He was bound to 
invent a plan that should excel all others 
in hrilllancy of execution and torture. 


So one evening when they were all ab¬ 
sent, with the assistance of the ordnance 
sergeant, he wrapped nearly a quarter of a 
^ound of powder into a package composed 
of pasteboard and common paper, that 
somewhat resembled in form a gigantic 
cannon cracker. This he placed under an 
empty packing-box, that was kept at the 
head of their bunks for the purpose of sit¬ 
ting upon while they undressed. A train 
from his bed, which was in the lower bunk, 
connected with the powder, and was hid 
by a pair of old pants, carelessly thrown 
over it. He invited several of the com¬ 
pany to participate in the fun, and they all 
retired about the time their victims were 
expected back, and hid themselves under 
the blankets. 

Not long had they to wait. The revel¬ 
lers were heard approaching, and every¬ 
thing was put in readiness for their dis¬ 
comfiture. As soon as they entered they 
struck matches to see if any mischievous 
device had been arranged; but perceiving 
nothing unusual, they threw their matches 
down, as the room was sufficiently illumi¬ 
nated by the mood to undress by. As 
usual they all sat down on the old box, 
and commenced to remove their garments, 
conversing pleasantly of the adventures 
they had that night enjoyed. All of asud- 
deu a report, louder than that made by a 
musket, rang sharply out, the box was lorn 
asunder as if cleft by a shaft of lightning, 
and the thoroughly frightened occupants 
were unceremoniously dropped heavily to 
the floor, amidst a cloud of sulphurous 
smoke. Hearty and prolonged indulgence 
of mirth greeted their downfall, and it 
was several minutes before the stunned 
soldiers could realize what was the state of 
affairs. 

Fortunately none of them were injured, 
but it was a severe practical joke, though 
perhaps a merited one. They could hardly 
“ see the point” sufficiently to join in the 
hilarity that raged for some time at their 
expense 
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CHAPTER 1. 

Two pictures I wish to present to my 
readers before my story proper begins. A 
vaJJey among tbe mountains of Virginia 
just now waking into life beneath the sun’s 
first rays. Kot a Tillage —just a little 
farmhouse biding itself away in a groT« of 
tall oaks, whose leaves, kissed by the icy 
lips of the frost, form a many^solored 
frame for my picture. At the wide rustic 
gate stands the group I wish you to notice. 
A man of perhaps thirty-five or forty years, 
with a face that; being once seen, can 
never be forgotten, so remarkable is it in 
feature and expression. The broadvpromi- 
ueiit forehead^ and thick shaggy brows 
shadowing the keen gray eyes, the firm, 
resolute, yet kindly mouth, now softened 
by a tender smile, all show the man’s na¬ 
ture at a glance. But the most marked 
peculiarity of the face is a scar he has 


borne for years j commencing at the roots 
of the hair that soma other hand than that 
of time has rendered gray, it extends en¬ 
tirely over the right side of his face, just 
missing his eye. Not a dull faded scar, 
but one that glows and burns as if the fire 
that made it still lingered within it. The 
little woman who stands at his side, hold¬ 
ing her laughing elf of a baby pressed 
closely to her breast, could tell you the 
history of that sear far belter than we. Of 
that night so long ago, when she awoke to 
find herself in the midst of smoko and 
flames, with the wild clamor of firebells in 
her ears, of the gallant unknown fireman 
who came to her rescue, and boro her in 
safety away, but was struck full in the 
face himself by a burning beam just as 
they reached the ground. Of how she 
found him out afterward in the city hospi¬ 
tal, and nursed him until the terrible burn 
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was bealed; ending at last b; leaving borne 
and Irlends'for bis.sake, aind coming with 
him to make a new borne in tbls lonely 
spot. Holding the bridles of two horses 
jnst outside the gate, stands a boy over 
whose bright head twelve happy years have 
passed; sad now at leaving bis mother, 
but proud, too, of the honor of going with 
his father. Even as we look the farewells 
are spoken, the horses spring away down 
the leafy road, and the little woman goes 
slowly back to the house, whispering to the 
grieved astonished baby at her breast, 
“ Cheer up. Baby Belle 1 It is but a little 
while, and papa and Harry will come back 
to mamma and their little darling, and then 
we shall be rich I Only think of it. Baby 
Belle I We just need this money papa goes 
to bring, to make the last payment on our 
farm, and then it is ours. Shall we not be 
happy, little one?” And baby, whether 
she understands or not, looks up into her 
mother^s faee, and is comforted. 

Another picture. Still in Virginia, but 
in the more thickly settled portion. A bill 
that slopes gently down to the banks of a 
rapid foaming river. A wide gravelled 
walk, with a straight line of evergreens 
npon each side, leading from the base to 
the summit upon which stands a building, 
more like one of the ancient English castles 
than a house In modern America. It is an 
old, old house and has been inhabited for 
nearly a century by one family, the Iieighs 
of Leigh House ranking among the first 
families of Virginia, and as proud and ar¬ 
rogant as people of such ” blue blood ” 
should be. A wild'reckless set tUe men 
have always been, each generation exceed¬ 
ing the other in extravagance, until now 
only this house with the land about it is 
left as the inheritance of the two pretty 
children playing yonder npon the lawn. 
And this is weigheddown with amortgag'e, 
that if Colonel Leigh does not lift within 
a month will leave his children destitute. 

No wonder the colonel's handsome face 
is clonded as he stands upon the verauda, 
and thinks of all this. Harold Leigh, colo¬ 
nel by courtesy, was called the ” handsom¬ 
est of all the Leigbs ” a few jean i^o, and 
though dissipation has left there its inef¬ 
faceable miirks, there is still a bold beauty 
aboni his face. Ihere is nothing bidden 
or sinister about it, but a desperate look 
that mars if. And no wonder. He comes 
of si brave biit iiuscrupulous rahe, and there 


Is nothing be would uotdo uowif he could, 
to redeem the old place, and leave it to his 
son as it came to him. His wife, a still 
young and beantiful woman, with pride 
written in every feature of her face, stands 
at bis side, one'white jewelled band rest¬ 
ing on his shoulder, and her dark brilliant 
face upturned to his. “ Is there nothing 
we can do, Harold ?” she pleads. “ Noth¬ 
ing to avert this disgrace ?” 

“Nothing, Adele,” he answers. “I have 
asked my uncle for the last time to aid me, 
and I will starve before I will beg;” and 
turning away, he goes rapidly down the 
walk, toward the town that lies in the dis¬ 
tance. Adele Leigh, with just such a look 
at all this beauty about^ber, as Eve must 
have given the garden when she knew she 
must leave It forever, covers her eyes with 
her hands, and hurries into the house. . 

CHAPTER II. 

It had. been raining all day •at Cranston. 
Not a dashing noisy rain, such as one de¬ 
lights to witness—from the winddws—nor 
'ahtful April rain, with flashes of sunlight 
between the clouds, but all day long it had 
been gently, steadily raising. A fine misty 
rain, that did not seem at first to dampen 
even one's outer garments, but for'all that 
crept steadily through them, until they 
were saturated. There bad been very little 
business done at Cranston thatday, and Its 
people staydd closely beneath their own 
roofs, if happily they did not leak. But 
now as night came down, the men began 
to find their way to their usual places of 
resort, and the village dry-goods sicre was 
soon filled with loungers. A motley coih- 
pany of varied degrees and castes, from the 
doctor and lawyer, who invariably chose 
this for their arena of debate, because here 
they were always sure of an audieuOe, 
down to the poor half-idiot, who crept be¬ 
hind the stove, because he had no place 
elsetogo.^ 

“ Goodr^yeulng, doctor,” said Lawyer 
Sprague, as he m'^e room' for the gentle¬ 
man beside him;, 

“ Don’t khoW what you’d call a bad even¬ 
ing,” growled tbe^ doctor, as be loosened 
his woollen comforter froin about his 
, throat, “If you call fAiisgopdl I haven’t 
seep a worse ^gibt in'twenty'years.” ' 

“ I’d hate ihi^hty:bad to be out travel¬ 
ling such a night' as' this,”' Said. the ohe 
clerk Of the establishment, drdinmlng His 
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beel8 contentedly asainet tbe counter. 

“ Has the colonel been In to-day, Hen¬ 
ley?” inquired Doctor Arnold. 

“No, but I’m looking for him. every 
minute. He can’t stay away very long 
from the bouse neat door,” said the clerk 
■with a wink, referring to CransUtn’s one 
liquor saloon. “And he always comes In 
here before he goes home.” 

“ He’s been looking awful down in the 
moutii, for him, lately,” said the doctor. 
“His affairs must be in a pretty bad fix, 
aint they, Sprague?” 

“ I tell no tales out of school,” said the 
lawyer, with dignity. 

Just then the door opened, and Harold 
Leigh came in, and the rising of the crowd 
of loungers to make room for him, the way 
the clerk descended from his perch on the 
counter to greet him, and the proprietor of 
the store came forward from the desk with 
a polite “ Anything I can do for you, colo¬ 
nel ?” all showed that in spite of his mis¬ 
fortunes, IIS' was still the man of Cranston. 
There was no downcast look about him 
BOW. He had been drinking deeply, and 
the baleful glow of brandy was in his eye 
and on his cheek. He came forward with 
the easy grace of movement that character¬ 
ized him and took the seat that was of¬ 
fered him. 

“ 1 shall want a package of candies for 
the little ones when I start home, An¬ 
drews,” he said. “ But I, shall not go 
just yet—How are you and the doctor mak¬ 
ing it, Sprague, on the last subject of 
discussion?” 

Before the lawyer could answer, there 
came to their ears the sound of a faint 
hallo at the door, almost drowned by the 
rushing noise of the wind and rain. All 
crowded about the door as Henley threw 
it open, curious to see what manner of 
man it could be abroad on such a night as 
this. The light of the lantern the clerk 
held flashed through the rain and dark¬ 
ness, and fell upon two figures on horseback. 

“ I want shelter, friend, for mao and 
beast,” said a clear manly voice, in answer 
to the clerk’s inquiry—" Can you give it 
to us?” 

“Don’t stand to ask,” called Henley; 
“ but come in out of the storm a while any¬ 
way and in a few minutes the two, the- 
stalwart robust man, and the slender blue¬ 
eyed boy, with raindrops glistening bn his 
long lashes, stood -in their midst. Ail 


made room for them about the stove, and 
a respectful silence was observed, until 
Henley, whom his employer said, “ noth¬ 
ing between heaven and earth could keep 
still,” broke in with, “It’s an awful had 
night for such a little chap as tliat to be 
out, mister. How did it happen?” 

“ We have been a month away from 
home, and Harry was as anxious as I to get 
as near it as possible,” said the elder trav¬ 
eller. “ But we can’t leave our horses out 
there. Is there no place where we can 
stable them for tb-nlght?” 

“ I don’t know I’m sure,” began the mer¬ 
chant; but before he could go on. Colonel 
Leigh, who, whatever his faults might he, 
was the very soul of hospitality, spoke 
quickly: 

“ If you are not too tired, sir, to ride an¬ 
other mile in this storm, my stables are at 
your service.” 

“ I shall go, sir, with pleasure,” said the 
man, rising. “I am only too glad to get a 
mile further on my road.” 

“ Put up those candies then, Henley,” 
said the colonel, “ while I get my buggy.” 
And in a little while more the three were 
riding away in the storm and darkness to. 
gether, the colonel, with his head on his 
breast musing morosely—thoughts called 
up by the remembrance of the empty 
stables to which he was going; stables once 
filled by the finest of blooded stock—think¬ 
ing he would almost give his life for the 
paltry sum of three thousand dollars to¬ 
night, tbe amount of tbe mortgage, when 
ten years ago he had given that much for 
a span of carriage horses, with as little 
thought as he bad to-night given a dollar 
for the candies be held in his baud. The 
stranger with his band upon bis belt, 
thought of three thousand dollars bidden 
there—tbe price of the wild western laud 
he had once deemed valueless, and thought 
how the brown eyes of a little woman at 
home would sparkle with joy, when be 
counted it into her lap, and she knew their 
home was eafe to them at lasti 


CHaPTBR iil 

Yebt few who lived in Cranston, at the 
time our story begins, are alive to-day, but 
they have never forgotten the week of storm 
that followed that rainy day. Not for an 
hour did the wind and rain abate, for 
seven long dreary days and nights, aud 
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people began to look anxiously to the foun¬ 
dation ot their houses, almost believing 
that a second flood was upon them. But 
at last the rain ceased, and the sun shone 
forth, brighter, it seemed to eyes so weary 
of clouds, than it bad ever shone before, 
Barly in the morning of this flrst bright 
day Colonel Leigh drove into- town, and to 
his lawyer’s oflSce, where he was closeted 
for an hour, then drove out again, but In a 
different direction, as rapidly as he came. 
When Sprague entered the store after his 
client was gone, he was greeted with a 
clamor of questions. “ Where had the 
colonel gone? What was the matter with 
him ? He looked like a ghost, didn’t he ?” 
To which the lawyer answered, that “ Colo¬ 
nel Leigh bad gone to Bicbmond, where 
he had a chance to get the money to lift 
the mortgage which they all knew bur¬ 
dened his estate; that he was not very well, 
and perhaps did look pale.” 

Then Henley, who never forgot anything 
thitt everybody else did forget, wanted to 
know what had become of the guests the 
colonel took home with him that night. 
Sprague said he had asked the colonel 
about them, because be was interested in the 
man whose face he could not forget. They 
had gone on. Colonel Leigh said, at day¬ 
light next morning, in spite of the weather 
saying that they must get home. Then the 
conversation turned upon some other sub¬ 
ject, and tbe travellers were forgotten un¬ 
til a week later. Then a company of men, 
who were engaged in taking q raft across 
the river which was now at what was called 
a “boating tide,” were shocked at discov¬ 
ering the dead body of a man iodged in the 
branches of a tree that bad been uprooted 
by the tide. Swollen and disfigured though 
it was, Henley who had joined the crowd 
that day on leave of absence from the store, 
recognized it in an instant as the body of 
the elder traveller, who bad entered his 
employer’s store that stormy night. And 
when all those who were present then were 
called before tbe coroner’s jury, to testify, 
this was established beyond a doubt. There 
were no marks of violence on the body, 
and his pocket-book containing fifty dollars 
in bank notes, together with a baud.some 
gold watch, were still in their places. 
These facts led the jury to pronounce it 
a case of accidental drowning. For many 
days the river was searched for the body of 
the boy, but it was not found, and it was 


supposed that the two, in attempting to 
ford tbe river, bad been swept from their 
horses, and the lighter body of the boy 
borne on, and on, none could tell whither. 
The horses had either perished, also, in the 
swift rush of the water, or had found their 
way home. Mr. Sprague wrote a full ac¬ 
count of the affair to the leading Bicbmond 
papers, describing accurately the appear¬ 
ance of the unfortunate traveller, but no 
inquiries were ever made, and the watch 
and money remained unclaimed. 

And in that little valley in tbe mountains 
a patient brown-eyed woman watched 
, through the long long days for her dear 
ones, or listened for the tidings of their 
welfare, until in the siience of one anxious 
sleepless night she beard the trample of 
horses’ feet at the gate, and, springing up 
her heart beating wildly with hopej rushed 
out to the gate to find tbe horses riderless. 
From that awful hour she knew nothing 
more for weeks, and so if the papers con¬ 
taining the account of the drowning of her 
husband and son bad reached that isolated 
settlement, Laura Alnslie would hare been 
none the wiser. The neighbors kindly took 
care of her and her baby, until she was able 
to travel, when feeble and utterly broken¬ 
hearted, she went back to her old home in 
New Orleans, and her friends who had 
known nothing of her for years gladly took 
the sorrowing woman in. But they were 
not rich, and after a while recovering 
health and strength, she made for herself 
a humble home in a little town not very 
far from the great city, and there with her 
needle she supported herself and reared 
“ Baby Belle” to womanhood. 

CHAPTBB IV. 

' ConoKBL Leigh was immediately made 
acquainted with the facts narrated above, 
as he was in Bicbmond at the time, and no 
one could have been more startled and 
shocked than he. He hastened bis return, 
sending orders before him though, that tbe 
body of tbe stranger should be interred at 
his expense in the private burying-ground 
of the Ijeighs. It' was noticed by aii that 
a great change had taken place in the colo¬ 
nel’s appearance and habits since be left 
Cranston, From the merry genial “ booil 
companion,” lingering long over wine and 
cards, with a sinile and jest for eveiy one, 
he had become a silent, reserved, taoitum 
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man. Wine never again passed his lips, 
and cards were never seen again in his 
bands. At home the change was even 
more marked. Be had been very demon- 
Btrative in his lore for his wife and chil¬ 
dren, bnt now he scarcely spoke to them 
from the time be entered the bouse until 
he left it again, and seemed to shrink 
from their caresses. Adele, seeing this, 
grew more and more proud and reserved, 
and the two drifted further and further 
apart, until there was not even the sem¬ 
blance of love between them. And the 
little Stuart and Lilian grew up in this 
strange atmosphere as plants grow without 
sunshine. 

Not long after this Colonel Leigh was 
called to the deathbed of bis uncle, whose 
sole heir he became to a fortune even larger 
than that which be bad squandered; but 
instead of returning with the cheerful face 
such a change of circumstances warranted, 
he was even “ more like a walking corpse 
than ever,” said the town gossips. But a 
band of workmen followed him from the 
city, and in a short time wonderful were 
the improvements made in the old “ Cas¬ 
tle.” The old bouse was so thoroughly 
modernized and changed that the ghosts 
of some of the ancient Ijeighs, who were 
still said to ” walk ” through its long balls 
and corridors, must have been puzzled 
where to turn their steps; and an entirely 
new wing was built and fitted up for the 
occupancy of the family. There bad been 
no company at Leigh House for many 
years, but now it was announced as the 
colonel’s Intention to throw open its doors 
for the reception of visitors upon a certain 
night in November, as a kind of “ house¬ 
warming ”—almost a year since the night 
onr story began. Indeed, some of the gos¬ 
sips remembered that it was just a year 
that night since the week of storm began. 
JuBt such another night it was, too, but 
very few of those who were invited allowed 
the weather to cheat them ont of a glimpse 
of ,the grandeur of which they bad as yet 
only heard. And they were almost repaid 
for their walk or drive through the storm 
by even a view of its external appearance, 
so brilliantly was it illnminated. Colonel 
Leigh received them, more like himself 
than they had seen him for months; and 
went with them through the beantifol 
rooms and halls, until all had been seen 
and admired. Then they were taken to 


the drawing-room, where a band of musi¬ 
cians awaited them. They did not see 
their hostess for a while, and when she 
did appear, leaning upon her husband’s 
arm, every heart in the assembly felt an 
awful hush fail upon it, as if, indeed, a 
ghost had appeared among them. She was 
dressed magnificently in a rich black vel¬ 
vet robe, with diamonds sparkling in her 
hair and about her throat. But O, the 
dreadful pallor of her face 1 like the pallor 
of one long dead; and those wild, slariog, 
pleading eyes I She made the rounds of 
the room, but spoke to no one, and seemed 
ever striving to break away from her hus¬ 
band, whose grasp, though seemingly gen¬ 
tle, left dull red marks upon the rounded 
arm. Her presence was a restraint upon 
all; and when her husband was compelled 
to leave her alone for a few minutes, and 
she darted swlfiy from the room, every 
heart drew a sigh of relief. 

But ere they had time to wonder among 
themselves at her strange conduct, they 
were startled by a piercing shriek that rent 
the air, followed by another and another, 
each louder than the first. The timid ones 
shrank back in fear, but some, emboldened 
by necessity, sprang up the stairs in the 
direction of the noise. It was in one of 
the elegant little bedrooms of the new 
wing they found her, standing in the cen¬ 
tre of the room, still screaming as if every 
shriek would rend the delicate throat 
asunder, and pointing with one slender 
white hand to one of its western windows. 

Her husband, who was the first to reach 
the room, seized her almost roughly in bis 
arms, and bore her away; but not until 
keen eyes had taken cognizance of the 
phenomenon to which that trembling band 
bad pointed. The window was a large 
one, composed of but four panes of re¬ 
markably clear transparent glass. Bpon 
one of these there was distinctly portrayed 
a human face—a face that no one who bad 
ever seen the face of the stranger whose 
body was mouldering to dust in the family 
burying-ground, could fail to recognize. 

There bad been colored lights siupended 
in the balconies, and one of these, a dull 
crimson, shining directly upon this pane 
of glass, brought out the well-remembered 
scar in terrible relief, thus rendering the 
likeness unmistakable. 

While they were still steading there, 
gazing, trembling in auperstitioos fear. 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproductioh prohibited without permission. 



Harold Leigh came back among them, his 
cold haughty self again. His words of ex¬ 
planation were few. Dr. Arnold, who was 
present, would testify, he said, that Mrs. 
Leigh bad always been predisposed to in¬ 
sanity—that It was hereditary in her fam¬ 
ily. He bad found her that evening just 
at sunset in that room, which bad been set 
apart for her own exclusive use, in the 
same state in which they had seen her that 
night, brought on, she declared, by a pic¬ 
ture upon the window, which was of coarse 
but an insane idea. He had compelled 
her to appear among her gqests, thinking 
to divert her mind, but the result they bad 
seen. He would be obliged to dismiss 
them for to-night, thanking them for their 
kindness, etc. 

And they went away, in such a state of 
mind as can well be imagined but not de¬ 
scribed. Adele Leigh never recovered her 
reason, but, after lingering a while, died, 
raving of that face upon the window, that 
followed her, she said, with its haunting 
accusing eyes even to the grave. Her hus¬ 
band allowed no one but the physician to 
see her while she lived; and after her 
death, and- the gentle Lilian bad like a 
shadow followed her, he shut himself up 
in the great gloomy house with his little 
son, neither asking nor receiving sympa¬ 
thy. Many were the dark whispers and 
surmises as to the cause of the appearance 
of that face upon the glass, but there was 
no other proof of their suspicions; and this 
they knew would not be received as evi¬ 
dence before a jury. 

Again and again was the glass taken out 
and replaced by others, and again and 
again did the face reappear, until at last, 
in desperation, the room was closed, and 
the window boarded up; but not until the 
phenomenon had been witnessed by hnn- 
dreds who thronged hither. For ^ongh 
they were refused admittance to the house, 
the face was plainly visible from the lawn, 
especially at the boor of sunset, when the 
scar glowed angrily as in life. 

CHAPTBB y. 

Twbbtt years from the time onr story 
began we take np the thread again. It is 
in a crowded railway car we Ond ourselves 
this time, whirling* dizzily along, for the 
engineer is behind time, and there is 
danger ahead. The passengers have bean 


very sleepy until apprised of this fact, hnt 
now they are painfully awake. The least 
concerned of all appears to be a young 
man who is trying to write in his notebook 
as the train flies on. “And why should I 
be concernedhe writes. “I am not 
aware of a single heart that would mourn 
my loss, and doh’t know of any reason 
why I should wish to live longer. I am 
only twenty-four years old, and have not 
had many personal trials' and tribulations; 
but—” Here pencil and book flew from 
bis fingers in a sadden jar of the train, and 
be remembered nothing more nntii he 
opened his eyes, two hours later, in the 
little wayside cottage, whither be bad been 
borne, out of the few surviving passengers 
from the wreck of that flying train. A 
pale motherly face bent above him, and a 
gentle hand was pressed upou his eyes, 

“ Don’t even try to think just yet,” she 
said, kindly; and be went to sleep. And 
when he awoke refreshed be found his 
right arm splintered and bandaged, lying 
by bis side, and tbe bruised swoilen hand 
being very tenderly bathed by a girl whose 
face was very much like tbe one be had 
fijst seen, only very much younger and 
fairer. Very familiar did both those faces 
become to Stuart Leigh during bis long 
tedious convalescence, and so very dear, 
one of them, that be thanked the kind 
Providence that brought him on this’ toiir 
and threw him at the little widow’s door; 
for he had something to live for now. Tbe 
sweet girl be loves so dearly has promised 
to go back with him to bis stately Virgin¬ 
ian home as his wife. And, of course, tbe 
little widow trill go, too, for he cannot 
separate the two who have been all in ail 
to each other for so long. ,So be wrote to 
bis father, his only living relative, and this 
was tbe answer he received: 

“ lam glad, my son, that you have found 
‘something to live for,’ and I sincerely 
hope you will be happy. But it will be 
necessary for yon to come home before you 
bring your bride, for, as you know, tbe 
house is greatly in need of repair, and I 
have not the life in me to superintend the 
work." 

So Stuart went home to make the “ old 
cage ready for bis bird," he said. His 
father, a prematnrely aged, bent old man, 
with ludr unnaturally white, kept himself 
closely to the room that bad been almost 
his cell for the last twenty years, but gave 
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his SOD permission to do as he pleased with 
the remainder of the house/ So, as noth¬ 
ing was too good for bonnie Belle,” the 
long unused rooms were thrown open and 
fitted up in a style surpassing even their 
former elegance. It was a cold dark night 
in November when Stuart Leigh brought 
home hfs bride. By his father’s wish there 
was no one there to receive him but him¬ 
self and the long line of family servants 
who filled the ball, but the house was bril¬ 
liantly illuminated. Colored lights swung 
from the trees ou the lawn and danced 
from the balconies. The old colonel was 
very kind to his shrinking little daughter- 
in-law, and very gracious to her mother, 
who seemed strangely oppressed by all the 
grandeur about her, and very glad when 
the servant took her to her own room. But 
scarcely had the door cIoHed upon her 
when the servant was recalled by a pierc¬ 
ing scream from within; and when Stuart, 
who was passing, came into the room, he 
found the widow standing as his mother 
had stood twenty years before, with one 
trembling hand pointing to the window 
upon which the swinging red light outside 
had brought out the ghastly face again in 
horrible relief. The brown eyes of the 
woman were widely dilated, and her lips 
blanched and quivering, but her words fell 
distinctly on the silence of the room. 
“My husband! It is my husband’s face I” 
And then she sank insensible to the tioor. 

Horror-stricken, he knew not why, Stuart 
stooped to raise her, when he heard an¬ 
other heavy fall beside him, and found his 
father prostrate but not unconslous; bet¬ 
ter far for him if it had been so; but with 
eyes wide open he was gazing steadily at 
the face upon the window. 

Laura Aioslie was a woman of strong 
nerves, and recovering herself very soon, 
saw the instant necessity of keeping the 
terrible truth at which she bad but guessed 
herself from her child, whose lease of life 
was but short at best, aud who cow stood 
trembling and pallid by her side. So she 
took her gently from the room, explaining 
as best she could the scene that had. just 
taken place, leaving Stuart and the ser¬ 
vants to care for the death-stricken man* 
After she had quieted and saw that 

she was sleeping, she found her way to his 
room; and as they watched beside him she 
told Stuart the story of her husband’s mys¬ 
terious di8appearauce,aud her owu conjec¬ 


tures concerning it to-night. And Stuart, 
remembering the story he had heard when 
a child of the supposed drowning of the 
unknown travellers, and connecting it with 
what he knew of his father’s life since 
that time, and what he had been told of 
ills mother’s death, and seeing through all 
the avenging face upon the window, hieio 
that she was right. And what must have 
been the emotions that surged through 
that young man’s heart as he felt that the 
man lying there—his father—one of the 
hitherto proud aud unsullied name of 
Leigh, was a robber and an assassin 1 No 
wonder when the gray light of the morn¬ 
ing stole in upon the silent watchers, that 
Stuart’s form was bent as with age, and 
the brown hair, that had lain upon a care¬ 
free brow the night before, was heavily 
streaked with gray. 

Harold Leigh never spoke again, but to¬ 
ward the close of the following day he re¬ 
covered enough to show his son where his 
written confession might be found; and 
then, still with that look of unutterable 
horror and despair in his eyes, he died. 

Then the two—the wife of the murdered 
man, and the son of the murderer—read 
the confession together. It was minute— 
giving full particulars. How Satan had 
entered his heart when Ainslie confided to 
him his secret, aud showed him the fatal 
three thousand dollars; the very sum he 
needed to save him from ruin; how he had 
stolen to bis guests’ room at midnight, aud 
stifling him with chloroform, bad robbed 
him of life and money at once. He had 
not meant to take the boy’s life, he said, 
until he had wakened and stared at him in 
the very act of murdering his father; then 
the chloroform was used, and with that 
one look from the blue eyes, the boy’s in¬ 
nocent soul went up to Grod. With almost 
superhuman strength he had carried the 
bodies to the river and committed them to 
the waves, turning their horses loose after¬ 
ward saddled and bridled. Then he had 
given out to his household, as has already 
been told, that his guests had left before 
daylight. 

The confession implicated no one else; 
and whether Adele Leigh was cognizant 
of, or accessory to, her husband’s crime, 
her son never knew. ^ Mrs. Ainslee knew 
that her daughter’s life was bound up in 
Stuart’s, and so, for the sake of the living, 
she spared the memory of the dead; and It 
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'was tacitly agreed between the two that 
they should keep their awful secret even 
-from Belle. But they could not live there; 
so the old place passed into the hands of 
slnmgers, and the three went back to tiieir 
Southern home. The curse, though, has 
been pronounced even unto the third and 
fourth generation—“ Vengeance is mine, 
saitli the Lord.” Oppressed by the weight 
of the secret of her husband’s death, it 
was not long until Mrs. Ainslee left the 
world; and Belle, gentle angel Belle, could 
not live without her; and in spite of her 
husband’s watchful care and love, she left 
him for her mother’s arms in heaven. And 


to*day Stuart Leigh, though Innocent In 
the eyes of God and roan, wanders Cain- 
like over the face of the earth, seeking 
peace and finding none. 

The secret was not as well kept as they 
had imagined. The servants, knowing a 
little and guessing at a great deal more, 
soon spread the story abroad; and the old 
house has never been inhabited long at a 
time since, and is still pointed out as the 
haunted bouse, though the first tenants 
bad the glass removed, and the phantom 
face, having performed its mission of ven¬ 
geance, disappeared forever. 
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It was a holiday tn one of the loreUest 
towBS in all the south of Fnuice, and the 
townspeople were busy with their merry¬ 
making. A group of them had, however, 
drawn off from the crowd in the market¬ 
place, and were listening to an old sergeant 
who was relating the story of one of the 
battles throngh which he had passed. It 
was a time when brave deeds met with a 
ready admiraUon, and a high reward, and 
when no one was so greatly honored as a 
soldier. i 

“And so you were with the First Consol 
at liodl, sergeant?” said one of the group, 
a plain honest old farmer. 

' “Ah, moM ami," replied the soldier, 
“ that I was. I was just behind him as he 
went over the bridge. That was a sight 
trorih seeing. Twice we had failed to carry 
the bridge, for the Austrian batteries swept 
it with an infernal hall. A third time we 
ddvanced. Bonaparte’s eye was on ns,’ and 
We had promised him to succeed. We ad¬ 
vanced steadily until we reached the Ute du 
ponL Then, zounds, bow the grape whis- 
tW among ns. Down went many a brave 
fellow. We wavered, we were falling back, 
when we saw two men pushing forward on 
the bridge right into the enemy. They 
were the general in command, and Bona¬ 
parte' blmaeU. “Voewari," I sbovited, 
“Bonaparte is in danger.” We sprang for- 
wind again, and the battery was ours. It 


was a brave deed, and we made onr little 
hero a corporal for it.” 

“ I would have liked to have been there," 
said a young man who had listened quietly. 

“You, Ange?” said the farmer, laugh¬ 
ing; “ what would you have done?” 

“I would have done my duty,” said the 
young man, calmly. 

“BahI yon’dhave been filghteued oat of 
your wits.” 

“We are keeping the sergeant from re¬ 
lating the adventure," said one of the group. 
" Go on, sergeant.” 

“ That’s all of that adventure,” said the 
sergeant, who had been lookh^g fixedly at 
the young man whom the farmer had called 
Ange. “ I’ll tell you of an adventure I 
' had with the I/ittle Corporal near about 
the same time. I was then a private, and 
was posted one night near an old tower, 
with orders to let no one pass with or with¬ 
out the countersign. About midnight some 
one came opposite my .post., I halted him . 
He told me he had the countersign. “ Re¬ 
tire, comrade," I said, “ hfy orders are not 
to receive any cotmtersign." “Bat I am 
an officer,” exclaimed the stranger, sternly, 
“ a genet^ officer, and I must pass.” “ If 
you were the Little Corporal himself, you 
should not pass,” I replied, so retire, 
friend, or I fire.” With that 1 levelled, my 
piece, and the. stranger retired.. The- nsEt 
morning the Idttle Corporal sent for. me, 
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So you threatened to fire on me last 
night,” he said, sternly. “Yes, general,” 
I replied. “Did you know who it was?” 
“I did, general.” “If I had advanced, 
would you have fired?” “No, general, I 
should have disabled you with my bayonet, 
and have called the guard.” 

“ Were you not afraid to talk so to him?” 
asked the farmer. 

“ I knew I had done nought but my duty,” 
said the sergeant. “But tell me, yoimg 
man,” he added, turning to Ange, “what 
do you think he said?” 

“ He praised you, and said you had done 
your duty,” replied Ange, with heightened 
color. 

“ Eight,” exclaimed the sergeant, approv¬ 
ingly. “ He laid his hand on my shoulder, 
and said, looking me in the face, ‘ Pierre 
Dubois, you have proved yourself worthy of 
being something better than a private. Z 
make you a sergeant for threatening to shoot 
me last night.’ With that he sent me back 
to my company.” 

As the sergeant finished speaking, the 
yoimg man called Ange left the group In 
compliance with a summons from a young 
girl across the street. 

“Who is that young man?” asked the old 
soldier. 

“ He Is Ange Pltois,” replied the farmer. 
“ We call him ‘Ange the dreamer.’ He Is 
an artist, but does nothing but paint the 
picture of that young girl with whom you 
see bim now. He seems incapable of doing 
anything but thinking of her. He was al¬ 
ways a qt^et sleepy sort of a fellqwl and but 
for the hwdsome property left him by his 
father, I suppose ho would starve. Made- 
lelne Treinonllle, however, does not seem 
to care much for him. She leads him ‘ a 
dance,’ and rarely misses an opportunity to 
ridicule him.” 

“ Where does ho live?” asked the ser- 
geant. 

“In yonder house. Maybe he’ll paint 
your portrait if you’ll ask him, sergeant; 
but don’t be surprised if he paints your 
form and regimentals, and then puts in 
Madeleine’s face.” 

A laugh greeted this sally. , The soldier 
joined in it, but soon left the i^wd. 

late in the afternoon; Ange Pitots was 
sitting in his doorway smoking. The ybui^ 
man was Just twenty-two. His paren^,. 
who had l^n wealthy, were, bdth dead, and 
had lef t.him a handsome f ottwe.. ^e 


a natural artist, and as the farmer had said, 
a dreamer, but was not deserving of the 
ridicule that was cast upon him. The 
townspeople were incapable of appreciating 
his genius, and his odd ways were deemed 
worthy of nothing but ridicule. Auge’s 
naturally good temper enabled him to bear 
all of this good-humoredly, but sometimes 
he felt greatly tempted to resent it. On the 
evening in question, he was sitting in his 
doorway, smoking, and thinking of the 
farmer’s words to him, that he would have 
been frightened had he been at Lodi, when, 
chancing to raise his eyes, he saw the ser¬ 
geant coming up the street towards him. 
The old man stopped in front of the dour, 
and giving the miUtary salute, said, as Ange 
rose to receive him; 

“ Your pardon for t.bla intrusion. Citizen 
Pltois, but your words interested me greatly 
to-day, and I thought I would pay you a 
visit this afternoon.” 

“You are right welcome, sergeant,” said 
the young man. “ I was just thinking about 
you.” 

The sergeant seated himself In the chair 
which the young man offered him, and then 
resting his cap on his knee, said, bluntly: 

“Do you know, CUizen Pltois, that I 
think you have chosen the wrong profession 
In life?” 

“Ah?” asked Ange, With a smile, ” what 
should I be, sergeslnt?” 

“A soldier,” replied his visitor. “ Yon' 
may be a good painter, for all 1 know, mon 
ami, but you ought to be a soldier. 1 coiild 
see, to-day while I was telling of our bat¬ 
tles, that your heart Was where my thoughts 
were. You would make a gobd soldier, 
Citizen Fitols'. You would enter the ranks 
with a determination tO rise, and you would 
do so. You might in time be a colonel, a 
general. The Little Corporal himself came 
almost from the raiiks, and many of oUr 
bravest and best generals are of the same 
origin.” 

“But it takes a brave man to be ashor 
cessful soldier, doesn’t it, sergeant?” . 

“To be sure. Can a dove fly without 
whigs?’t 

“ You heard Parmer Beaupre say I would 
have' been frlghteiied out Of my wits at 
Lodi?*’ 

“WeU?” 

“Th^ people think me an h^o^t 
harness dreamer,’without ambition, and, 
v^thout cohnigA Now tali me, sergeant. 
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do you t.Mnfc I could rise In the army?" 

“ You may be a dreamer,” said the old 
soldier, emphatically, “but you have both 
ambition and courage. Tou only want 
something to draw them out of you. ITo' 
one but an ambitious man could have your 
face, and no coward could have the clear 
unfaltering eye that you have. The army 
will put an end to your dreaming, and de¬ 
velop your better qualities. What say 
you, will you go with me? I go to my com¬ 
pany in ten days. Will you go with me?” 

“ I have been thinking of this ever since 
you have been here, but have not made up 
my mind,” answered Ange. 

“Then make it up now, Citizen Pitols,” 
said the old man; “ believe me, I wish you 
well. I am old enough to be your father, 
and 1 hope you will not resent my frankness 
as Impertinence.” 

“ Say what you will, man ami,” said Ange, 
“ I will take It kindly.” 

“ You love a girl who thinks you a dream¬ 
er—she ridicules you. If you remain here 
this will continue, and she will end by re¬ 
jecting you, for a woman will not many a 
man whom she ridicules. Go with me', and 
command her admiration. Let her hear of 
you by your brave deeds. In three years 
you will be permitted to come home. Think 
how she would glory In you to see you come 
back with an epaulet, and the Cross of the 
Legion. Will you go with me now?” 

Both had risen to their feet, and now the 
young man grasped the sergeant’s hand 
heartily. 

“There’s my hand upon it, sergeant. I’ll 
go with you. Tou are right, altogether, 
hfailelelue shall yet be proud of me, and I 
will bring back to her both the epaulet and 
the Cross.” 

“ KIce la Francel” cried the old soldier, 
enthusiastically. “You’ll be a general yet, 
moil ami. Never fear for the result. I’ll 
answer for It with my life.” 

Ange now produced wine, and they sat 
for sometime over their glasses, talking of 
a soldier’s life. The sergeant did not dis¬ 
guise its hardships and dangers (he was too 
true a soldier for that), but be painted its 
glories and pleasures in bright colors. It 
was the early part of the year 1804, only a 
few weeks previous to the establis hm e n t of 
the empire by NapoWn, and at a time 
when Prance was at peace with her neigh¬ 
bors'. The sergeant, however, like the ma¬ 
jority of the sbliiiers', regarded the peace as 


only a brief truce, which was soon to be 
broken, and looked forward to the future as 
full of glory and fighting. He did not know 
the condition of affairs in Paris, and was 
ignorant that his great commander was 
preparing to place upon his brows the Im¬ 
perial diadem. Neither did he dream of 
the opposition of the powers of Europe, who 
both feared his Little Corporal for his pow¬ 
er, and hated him for his greatness, but he 
looked forward to the future as a period of 

war, and felt sure that his expectations 
would be realized. This much he said to 
Ange Pitois, and told the young man that 
it wouid do no harm to enUst in a season of 
peace. 

“ You’ll be rid of your greenness before 
you go into the field,” he said, “and that 
will be an advantage to you, to face the bul¬ 
lets with your wits about you.” 

When the sergeant went away about twi¬ 
light, he carried with him Ange’s solemn 
promise to go with him when he returned 
to the army. He had taken a great fancy 
to the young man, and was determined to 
make a soldier of him. 

After the sergeant h^ left him, Ange sat 
for a long time In the doorway, thinking of 
many things. Madeleine now looked on 
him with ridicule; she thought of him as 
all the rest did. The sergeant was right, 
she would never marry him as long as she 
looked upon him in such a lighL He must 
first win her respect and admiration, and 
that he could not do by remaining in the 
town. The sergeant was clearly right. The 
army was the place for him. The moon 
had risen, when he roused himself from his 
thoughts, and took the road that led towards 
Madeleine's home. 

Madeleine TremonlUe came of a good 
family, a circumstance which was of im¬ 
portance even in repubUcau Prance, at that 
time. She was only twenty-one, and one of 
the most beautiful women in all Prance, 
and would not have shamed even the con¬ 
sular halls by her presence or bearing. She 

was, like Ange Pitois, an orphan, and was 
vvell off in worldly goods. She was greatly 
admired by the young men of the town and 
the surrounding country, but none could 
boast of being a favored lover. She was 
not ^sposed to enter the matrimonial noo^ 
yet, and consequently kept all off atadl^ 
tahcel She was fully aware of Restate of An¬ 
gie’s feeUngs'fpr her, and In her heart was hot 
displea^ iiy'tbls' khowled^ Ihdeed, she 
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Utced Ange better than any of bts rlrals, 
rad thongb she ridiculed rad teased him 
about his queer ways, she could not deny 
that she had a warm place lor him in her 
heart. She did not know exactly whether 
she loved him or not, but she was sure that 
she liked him better than any one else. 
She was standing in the porch when Ange 
reached her home, and was gazing so in¬ 
tently at the moon, that she did aot notice 
him as he came up. As they bad been 
friends ever since their childhood, the lor- 
malities of society were rareiyused between 
them when by themseives. 

“Are you dreaming, Uadeleine?” he asked, 
as he came up. 

She started, hut answered with a laugh; 

"No, Ange, 1 leave that to you.” 

“ But I have done dreaming, Madeleine,’! 

“ Then the son will stop shining. Ton 
ean’t help dreaming, Ange. It’s as natural 
to you as flirting is to me.’’ 

“ I have done dreaming all but one dream, 
Madeleine. That one 1 hope I. shall never 
give up nntil it becomes a reality.’’ 

“Tell it to me, Amge, and maybe I can 
judge of the probability of its being real¬ 
ized.” 

“ If you will walk with me, I will tell it 
to you,” said Ange. 

Idadeleina consented, and the two. tnnied 
Into the grounds, and the young woman 
taking his arm, prepared to listen to his 
recital. 

“ Now, Ange, let me hear your dream,” 
said Madeleine, who had no idea of what he 
was about to say, for she was not expecting 
him to evow his love for her then. 

“ It. is a dream that I have clung to erer 
since my boyhood, Madeleine,” began fbe 
young man; “a dream that has seemed so 
bright and beautiful to me that I have some¬ 
times thought it would never be realized. 
I have loved yon, Madeleine, better than aU 
else in the world, and love yon now better 
than eyer. With this love has come a 
dream that you will love me, and when 1 
ask yon, yon will bo my wife. .Kuill the 
dream be .realized, Madeleine?” 

It WM a’Budden avowal, and took the 
yenng woman by surprise. She heeltated, 
and .then said; half reluctantly: 

“This is something Idld not expect when 
weib^anjouTiwaihi Ange.' it isvei^.and- 
dem^T-r”' ■. ■.; ! ■■ /r. ■ 

. v“ Ten hesitate, 9<adelelue,”. he aaid,.cshn- 
ly) “and lam not surprised.' Ustentome. 


For years yon, in common with others, have 
known me as a dreamer, and a something 
below what a man should be. You caimot 
love one upon whom others—^nay, upon 
whom yourself look down. Is it not so?” 

“ I think you are better and nobler than 
most persons believe you,” answered Mad¬ 
eleine; “ but you do not, if you wish me to 
be frank, come up to my idea of what my 
husband should be.” 

“I thought BO,” said tbe young man; 
“but it will be so no longer. I have not 
done my duty, Madeleine. I shall do better 
in the future. I am going away very 
shortly.” 

“ t^ing away, Ange? Where?” 

“I shall leave here in ten days forBou- 
longne, where 1 shall enlist in the army.” 

“ But there Is no war now.” 

“ 1 ^ 0 , but 1 feel sure this shallow peace 
cannot last. There will be fighting soon, 
rad I shall have an opportunity of making 
myself a name of which you will be proud.” 

“And are you so anxious to go away from 
me, Ange?” asked the young woman, in a 
tone of reproach. 

“You have told me, Madeleine,” said 
Ange, with great earnestness, “ that 1 am 
not what you would wish for a husband, 
rad . I feel sure that you are right. I wish 
to make myself worthy, not only of yoiur 
love, but of your respect and admiration. 
If I remain here, there is no prospect of my 
escaping from my old life. I must go where 
some great power can turn me into the 
paths that lead to higher ends than those In 
which I now walk. I have come to you to¬ 
night to tell you this, and ask you if yon 
will.l^ me. In three years I return, 
rad will bring with me an epaulet and a 
cross. You will be proud of me then, and 
1 .shall have the greatest reward I could 
hope for. Will you consent to this?” 

“ I think you are right, Ange,” said Mad¬ 
eleine, “ Qad ypu been a diSerent marr, I 
wpnld .have. Iqved you f rpm the ^t;: and as 
itJs, l Uke ypu better than any one 1 know. 
Go, and {or your own sake jts well as mine, 
tiyito inake a name among,'the brevemen 
with wbPnr you will bp. tbrown, so that 
Yrenceaa weU as I may be. proud .of you- 
Tire .j^t Cpnsul is the soldieifs friend, and 
if you.dp your duty.bravely, he .vrill.reward 

IPJL’’: ; . .. ... 

.‘.‘Amd If.at.the.endiof three years I bring 
yon the.opaiilet rued, the cross, wfU yoit.h« 
my yrUe, Madeleine?” 
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“ Tour true and loving wife, if you will 
take me when you have grown so great,” 
was her reply. 

“Takeyou,Madeleine?” said Ange,smil¬ 
ing. “Were I the First Consul himself, I 
would deem myself honored by your love.” 

And so the matter was settled, and in ten 
days Ange Fitois accompanied Sergeant Du¬ 
bois to Boulogne. Madeleine found that she 
hod loved the young man better than she 
had thought, and as the last few days of his 
stay in town bad shown her Ange’s charac¬ 
ter in a new light, she felt confident that he 
would be successful. 

In due time Ange and the sergeant reached 
Boulogne, where the old man’s regiment 
was stationed. Scarcely had the young re¬ 
cruit become well grounded in his training, 
when the consular chair was replaced by the 
imperial throne, and France commenced 
that career of glory which ended so unhap¬ 
pily for her. Ange was well pleased with 
this change, for now that Napoleon held the 
supreme power of the state, he felt sure 
that there would be a better chance for pro¬ 
motion in the army. He was a soldier by 
nature, and his close attention to his duties 
impressed his officers so favorably with him, 
that when the campaign of 1805, which fol¬ 
lowed the infamous coalition of Austria and 
Bussia opened, and his regiment set out for 
Germany to join the emperor, who had 
abandoned his designs upon England, to 
crush enemies still more dangerous, Ange 
went as Sergeant Fitois. His regiment was 
the Forty-Seventh of the Line, and was In 
advance, and was frequently engaged in un¬ 
important but severe encounters. In all 
these Ange bore himself bravely, and ex¬ 
hibited so many high soldierly qualities, 
that when he stood in the gloom of the 
dreary morning, watching for the sun that 
was to light the field of Austcrlitz, he was 
Captain Ange Fitois. He had the epaulet, 
but the cross was yet to come. 

The Forty-Seventh was right in front that 
day, and suffered horribly. The Russians 
opposite whom it was posted held their 
ground manfully, and a well-served battery 
tore huge gaps In the French ranks. Man 
after man went down. Three charges of 
the French were repulsed, and when the 
fourth was sounded Ange found himself the 
only commissioned officer left imharmed. 
And all the rest, from the colonel dotvn, had 
been killed or wounded, and half of the reg¬ 
iment were hara du combat He saw at a 


glance the necessity of carrying the battery, 
for unless it was captured the key to the 
Russian position would remain in the hands 
of the foe. 

In a moment he was at the head of the 
remnant of the regiment. Seizing the stan¬ 
dard, he tore the tri-color from the staff, and 
wrapping it around him, shouted: 

“Forward. Follow the colors.” 

With a thrilling cheer, the men pushed on 
after him, right on to the guns. How the 
grape and cannister tore through their 
ranks! How the bright French blood 
streamed out in the path of the Forty-Sev¬ 
enth! No one thought of danger. Every 
eye was fixed on the form wrapped in the 
fiog, as it dashed right in among the guns. 
The battery was reached; £ brief sickening 
struggle followed, and then the grape and 
cannister swept like a whlriwind through 
the ranks of the retreating Russians. The 
battery had been won by a handful of men, 
and in an instant a fresh brigade arrived to 
support the little band. 

At the same moment an officer, who had 
witnessed the whole charge from the mo¬ 
ment Ange had tom the fiag from the staff, 
rode up, accompanied by two or three aids. 

“Who commands this regiment?” he 
asked, abmptly. 

“ I do,” said Ange; as he came forward, 
with his handkerchief pressed to a deep 
sword cut in the forehead. 

“ Your name and rank?” asked the 
officer. 

“Ange Fitois, captain of the Forty-Sev¬ 
enth Regiment of the Line.” 

“ Let it be mentioned in the report of the 
battle,” said the officer, turning to one of 
his aids, “that this battery was captured by 
the heroic Forty-Seventh, led by its brave 
commander. Colonel Ange Fitois.” 

Ange now glanced up, and for the first 
time saw the officer’s face. In an instant 
his head was uncovered, and bowed pro¬ 
foundly. 

“ Colonel,” said the officer, smiling, “ to 
make your reward complete, take this.” 
And, moving his horse closer to the young 
man, the officer took from the breast of his 
gray surtout a small cross, and buttoned It 
on the coat of the young colonel. “ The 
regiment shall be rewarded when the battle 
is ended,” he said. 

There was a shout from the group, and 
the cry of “Vive PEmpereur ” rolled down 
the lines as Napoleon turned and rode away. 
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Ange’s rise was the moat rapid in the 
Snny. Ho was ^ceedlngly popular, and 
his qulch promotion was regai'ded by all aa 
only what he deserved. Old soldiers pre» 
dieted that he would be a marshal of the 
empire if he lived a few years longer, and 
the emperor himself watehed his course 
with a favorable eye. Jena was his greatest 
battle, however, before he set out for home, 
and when the ofScial bulletin was published 
in the Moniteur, the name of Colonel Pltols, 
commanding brigade, was published among 
the list of the disabled. 

A few months later hfadeleine Tremon- 
Ule, who had heard regularly from Ange Pl- 
tols, and who was wondering that she had 
not received any letter from him for several 
months, was told that an officer of the army 
was below who wished to see her, as he had 
a message for her from a friend. She de. 
scended to the drawing-room, and there 
found an officer, who sat in a dark comer of 
the room. As he rose to receive her she 
noticed that he had but one arm, but it was 
too dark for her to distinguish his features, 

“Ton have a message for me from Cole- 
nel Pitois, I believe,” she said. 

“From General Pitois, mademoiselle,*’ 
ptdd the officer. “ He was fortunate enough 
to render such great services at Jena that 
the emperor thought it worth his while to 
make him a general. I am sorry to say, 
however,” he continued, " that the general 


was terribly wounded in the battle, and is 
now so much disfigured that yon would 
scarcely know him. He has commissioned 
me to say to you that he has become so 
badly maimed that he cannot expect to hold 
you to your promise to him. He authorizes 
me to say to you that you are free from all 
ties that have bomid you to him.” 

“Does General Pitois wish to be free 
from them himself?” asked hladeleiue, 
slowly. 

“On the contrary,” replied the officer, 
“ he is overwhelmed with grief at the Idea 
of losing you.” 

“ Then say to him,” said Madeleine, 
proudly, “ that I never loved him so well as 
I do now, and that I will not accept his 
generous offer.” 

In an Instant she was clasped to the of¬ 
ficer’s breast with his remaining arm, and 
his kisses fell upon her lips, and Madeleine 
knew that the stranger was no other than 
Ange Pitois. 

There was a merry wedding a week later, 
when the gallant General Pitois led to the 
altar the fairest woman in the south of 
France, It was noticed by those present at 
the ceremony that the bride wore a sol¬ 
dier’s ornament. It was the cross for which 
she had given her heart. Her husband did 
not miss it, for on his breast glittered the 
grand Cross of the Legion of Honor, which 
the emperor had sent him as a wedding gift. 
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THE CRUISE OF THE ARIADNE. 

BT BXOHABD FAUBKNBB. 


A LONG low line of ragged coast lay half 
enveloped in fog, one May morning, years 
ago. The mists were rolling off the green 
hills above the sea, and the air was lull of 
the rich scent of apple blossoms, from the 
orchards beyond. A light breeze stole up 
softly from the west—too softly, as yet, to 
fill the sails of the trim little brig that stood 
outward bound. At intervals, the fo? was 
pierced, for a moment, with a bright ray 
from the sun; but its filmy curtains closed 
again, as if to warn the commander not to 
trust the deceitful ray. The sails loosely 
flapping, seemed to answer the appeal, and 
to declare that some time must yet elapse 
before the brig would ** walk the waters,” 

On the deck of the brig a young man was 
standing, in the half careless, half com¬ 
manding position that denoted his author¬ 
ity. This was Captain St, Maur, the com¬ 
mander of the little brig, and half owner 
of the same. 

Low in stature and somewhat broad-, 
shouldered, the figure of Captain St. Maur 
was not one that generally pleases a lady’s 
eye; yet few could look twice upon the 
thoughtful and intelligent face, with its 
calm smile, the firm red lips enclosing teeth 
white as ivory, the wide brow, with its 
wealth of glossy brown hair, and the pleas¬ 
ant blue eyes, that lighted up the whole, 
wittiout feeling that he was no common 
man, even if his form were not of the 
Apollo build. 


The thoughtful face, however, wore, 
upon the morning we speak of, a graver 
look than was its wont. Something was 
busy beneath those white eyelids, beside 
the care for the brig. The fog lifted and 
cleared away—>but not so did the captain’s 
face. That was still half clouded, as if 
there was some memory that disturbed, or 
some anticipation that knocked unpleasant¬ 
ly at the door of his mind. 

** Tou are grave to-day, Arthur,” said his 
cousin, Stephen Millwood, who had come 
on board to bid him farewell. *' Are you 
ill? or has the parting from Leila proved 
too much for you?” 

** Don’t jest with me to-day, Steve; I can¬ 
not bear it< I have unpleasant thoughts 
which I cannot conquer. I will m^e a 
clean breast of it to you; for a trouble 
shared is half cured, they say. And yet, it 
is foolish to disturb myself with an idle 
dream, or to repeat it to you either.” 

” Say on, my dear fellow. Perhaps I can 
comfort you, somehow.” 

** Listen, then. You know Edgarton, 
who sailed a fortnight since. He was my 
particular friend. We have been in port 
together often, and were constant compan¬ 
ions. We were hoping to meet again, as I 
was to sail so soon after him. But last 
night and the two preceding nights, I was 
tormented by ttgly dreams about Edgarton, 
which have left an impression on my mind 
that 1 cannot rid myself of. There were 
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strange confused scenes, in wbicb bis was 
the prominent fignre. Strife, and blood¬ 
shed, and death were all there; and in each, 
Edgarton had his part. I know not what 
it betokens, bnt I feel that whererer he is, 
he is not sate, I would give worlds to be 
assured that nothing evil bad befallen him; 
bnt the presentiment is strong, and will 
not be controlled.” 

“ But it was only a dream, my dear fellow, 
and, like a thousand others, has no founda¬ 
tion for alarm. You will laugh over this 
with Edgarton, when you arrive In port and 
find him there, unarmed, before you.” 

“ Pray God I may, Steve 1 If your pre¬ 
diction proves true, I will never trust to 
dreams again. I never thought myself 
superstitious, bnt this has really almost un¬ 
manned me. I dwell upon it constantly. 
Even through the foggy atmosphere of 
this morning, I have had glimpses of horror 
that made me shudder; and in every 
one of them, I have seen Edgarton’s 
face.” 

“But see, Arthur, the fog has cleared 
away, and even so will the mists that have 
temporarily obscured your mind. Promise 
me that you will try to exorcise your demon, 
and fill Us place with some mors agreeable 
object—^Mademoiselle Leila, or any other 
that pleases you.” 

St. Maur tried to catch a ray of consola¬ 
tion from Stephen Millwood’s sunny tem¬ 
per, but in vain. On board Captain’s Ed- 
garton’s bark, the jaunty little Arabella, 
named after Edgarton’s wife, St. Maur bad 
noticed, on the very morning of sailing, a 
countenance wUch had sent a thrill of 
mingled disgust and horror to bis impres¬ 
sible nerves. He hod even spoken to Cap¬ 
tain Edgarton, calUng his attention to the 
almost demoniac face; but bad failed in 
obtaining any other answer than the laugh¬ 
ing one of, “ O, Priest is no beauty, 1 know; 
but be is not a bad fellow, I think. At any 
rate, be will not show me the wrong side 
of bis temper but once. I am not such a 
tender-hearted chicken as you, St. Maur, 
aud I should make nothing of stringiDg 
him as high as Baman, if I discovered any 
attempt to molest any one on board.” 

Hence were engendered the distressing 
visions that bad so tormented St. Maur in 
regard to his friend; aud, afler dteamiug 
of the bark of Edgarton and the ugly-look- 
ing sailor, for three successive nights, St. 
Maur had become almost a victim to the 


embittered thoughts which, until now, he 
had kept in his own breast. 

St. Maur sailed on that day, notwith¬ 
standing his convictions that a storm was 
at hand; and the consegneiice was, that 
the brig was driven back again. A storm, 
such as seldom arises in the balmy month 
of May, came on, and the only safety lay in 
returning. There was a tempest—a dark 
rainy sea, dense gloomy clouds overhead, 
and the Ariadne came back. 

Again all a sailor’s superstition seized 
Captain St. Maur.. It was an unlucky 
voyage that did not keep on its unbroken 
route. If St Maur did not rouse himself 
to soar above this weakness, let us remem¬ 
ber that greater men than be have also 
proved themselves weaker than be. 

But on the last day of May the brig 
sailed anew. The sky was propitious, its 
blue dome rellected in the sea below. The 
winds were fair, and the Ariadne danced 
upon the waves, amidst the glitter and glow 
of their shining surface. The eyes that 
watched her until she disappeared from 
sight, were those of maiden, mother, wife. 
The lips that had kissed the beloved at 
parting sent up prayers to Heaven for their 
safe return. They were gone—but every 
wave that rolled upon the shore would 
bring back their memories—every storm 
would wake new fear and dread in loving 
hearts for the dwellers on the sea. 

It was near the sunset hour of the fourth 
day of Captain St. MauPs outward passage, 
that the man at the lookout called bis at¬ 
tention to a bark, the-waveting and un¬ 
steady course of which had awakened his 
curiosity for some minutes, Sometimes 
approaching, sometimes putting about, as 
if to sail away altogether, she attracted tie 
eyes of all on board. The Captain raised 
his glass to his eye, hut dropped it almost 
instantly. 

“ My Godr’ he exclaimed, “it is Edgar¬ 
ton’s barkP’ 

At the same moment, two or three voices 
repeated the name of the bark. One man 
had made two voyages with Captain Edgar¬ 
ton, aud declared that it was the Arabella; 
and Clarkson, the mate, was equally sure. 

.The hark was now making signals of dis¬ 
tress. St. Maur ordered the men to stand 
out for her, and, when near enough, to bail 
her. They did so, and the brave captain, 
who was never known to show signs of fear, 
actually stumbled, and was near fainting 
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trhen the answer came to his ear: 

“ Captain Bdgarton bubeen murdered 1 
What brig Is that?" 

The mate caught up the speaklug-trum- 
pet which bis captain had dropped, and 
answered: 

“ The Ariadne—St. Maur master.” 

A joyful cry was the response. 

“for God's sake, come on hoard the 
barkP’ 

Stunned and shocked as he was, St. 
Hsur managed to leap into the boat and 
gain the deck of the Arabella. What asight 
met his eye I There lay his friend, the life¬ 
blood poured out like water on the deck; 
and around the body stood several of the 
crew, with faces blanched to the hue of 
death. It was horrible, indeed. 

“ Who has done this frightful deed ?” he 
asked, in a voice that strove to he firm, hut 
trembled with emotion which could not he 
controlled. 

The men pointed to two of the crew who 
were lashed to one of the masts, and were 
heavily ironed. One of these men was a 
negro. He was weeping violently, and 
shuddered whenever the scene on deck met 
bis eye. 

In the dim twilight that soon came on, it 
was fearful enough. Indeed, for any be¬ 
holder. What must it be for one who had 
committed the deed, and was compelled to 
look upon the terrible evidences of his 
crime? 

St. Maur felt himself nearly unmanned. 
He bad known and loved Captain Edgarton 
like a brother. And now to find him thns 
—0 how could he bear up against it? 
Hever had he felt so completely overcome 
with grief and indignation. Bnt he felt 
called upon to make an effort, and he tried 
to be brave, and to look this dreadful mat¬ 
ter in the face. 

The mate, who bad received several 
heavy blows in defence of bis captain, and 
who was suffering greatly in consequence, 
called him aside, to confer with him 
privately. 

He informed him that he did not feel 
secure as to tbe character of another whom 
they bad on board. This num, with the 
white man now lashed to the mast, was 
taken from a wreck a week before. They 
bad also saved from the wreck a lady, who 
he hoped was in ignorance of the dreadful 
affair on deck. She was in the cabin, and 
he trusted she was sleeping, and would not 


come on deck until all vestige of the deed 
was removed. 

“ And do, for Heaven’s sake. Captain St. 
Hanr, transfer the lady to your brig; for 
there is everything here to terrify her imag¬ 
ination, and I am too weak to offer her such 
protection as she needs.” 

St. Maur promised to convey her to the 
brig as soon as the darkness should bide 
the deck from her sight; also to put on 
board the bark two strong able men, capa¬ 
ble of standing by him, in case of further 
mutiny. He decided to send the bark to 
the port from which she had sailed, in 
ordpr that the prisoners might be secured 
in jail at once. 

The mate, or rather, captain, as he now 
was, agreed with him as to the necessity of 
so doing. 

“ But I frankly confess to you,” he said, 
“ that in my present state, I dread to en¬ 
counter the passage home, with such des¬ 
perate men on board; and yet, I fear you 
will be seriously Inconvenienced by losing 
two men from your crew, and I feel that 1 
ought not to take them from you.” 

“ No,” answered St. Maur. “ My brig is 
only on a cruise, and we shall soon be in a 
port where I can supply their places. Do 
not distress yourself on that account.” 

“ Thank you, sir; and thank you, too, for 
taking the lady. 1 should have suffered 
on her account, more than I can express. 
But let me introduce you to her. She 
must be awake now.” 

They descended to the cabin. The lady 
was awake, and was about to ascend to the 
deck. She started at sight of the mate’s 
bruised head, but he hastened to assure 
her that it was nothing serious. He then 
told her, gently, that the captain was dead, 
and that CaptMn St. Maur’s vessel being 
better adapted for passengers, he had 
thought it would be pleasanter for her to 
take passage with him. 

She was shocked at bis newa, but pro¬ 
fessed herself willing to do what her pre¬ 
servers thought best. He then introduced 
St. Maur, who asked her if she would go 
on board immediately. 

“ When I have taken my last look at 
Captain Edgarton, 1 shall be ready,” was. 
her answey. 

“ 1 entreat you not to think of it,” said 
St. Maur. “ The men are making prepara¬ 
tions to enclose the body in spirits, and it 
will be important that they shall do it 
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speedily—” He hesitated to say more. 

“I -am sorry. He was very kind and 
friendly to me. I regret his death, and 
wish I could have seen him once more; hut 
I will not detain you long.” 

“ Will you remain here, then, until I call 
for you ?” 

“ Certainly.” 

St. Maur left her, and went on deck to 
superintend the arrangements he had sug¬ 
gested. When all was done, he guided the 
lady to the deck, from which all traces of 
the recent tragedy had been hastily re¬ 
moved, and where she took leave of the 
mate. In a few moments she was onboard 
the brig, and sailing quickly away, where 
she was unknowing of any greater disaster 
than the death of one she had known so 
little while. 

Not until she was comfortably situated 
and supper was over, did St. Maur reveal 
to her what had happened. Shocked and 
sorrowful, yet inexpressibly grateful for 
the kindly care St. Maur had taken to keep 
her In ignorance until now, and thankful 
to be still under his protection, she could 
only express her sense of it by her tears. 

St. Maur had watched her from the time 
she bad come on board. While they were 
in the cabin of the Arabella, he was too ex¬ 
cited to observe her at all. Now, he was 
aware that she was a very lovely woman. 
Her face and figure, her quiet and modest 
demeanor, the interest which her lonely 
and unprotected state gave her, all awak¬ 
ened an interest nnfelt by him before. 
The “Leila” about whom Stephen Mill- 
wood had attempted to jest with him, was 
a protege of the mother of St. Maur. There 
was no attachment between them that 
could possibly conflict with his marriage to 
another, if be should flud a person suited 
to his fastidious taste. 

As yet, the name and circumstances of 
his passenger were wrapped in mystery; 
but this did not prevent St. Maur from ad¬ 
miring her as he had never admired wo¬ 
man until he saw her. 

Before the evening was over, she had 
regained her composure sufficiently to ex¬ 
plain her situation. Her name was Olive 
Bocbester, the daughter of a West Indian, 
a merchant, who had recently died. Her 
mother had died long before, and Oltve 
had been under the care of a governess. 
Mr. Bochester bad made it bis dying com¬ 
mand that Olive and the governess should 


go to the United States, where her mother 
was born, and where he supposed some of 
her friends were still living. They had 
embarked from Porto Bico in a vessel 
bound to Baltimore; had encountered 
heavy gales, and were taken from the wreck 
by the Arabella. Only one man was saved. 
The poor governess, whom she could not 
mention without tears, was too ill and 
frightened to bear up under the hardship 
she was undergoing, and had died the night 
before. Miss Bochester was more coura¬ 
geous than her friend; but when she saw 
her committed to the waters, she, too, lost 
all presence of mind, and gave herself up 
for lost, until the welcome sails of the Ara¬ 
bella caught her eye. Worn out by suffer¬ 
ing, she bad slept away most of the time 
after she was rescued, and even the un¬ 
usual noises on board the bark, on that 
fatal afternoon, had failed to arouse her 
benumbed senses. 

“And, strangely enough. Miss Boches- 
tec,” said St. Maur, “ I am bound for the 
port from which you sailed. Do you wish 
to see home so soon ?” 

“ O, I do indeed 1 It will seem so much 
better than to go among strangers, in the 
worn and listless sta^e I am now in. 
Though I shall sadly miss my poor friend 
when I get there. She had been my com¬ 
panion from childhood, and was the only 
mother I ever knew.” 

“ But will you not carry out your father’s 
wish in visiting the United States ?” 

“Perhaps I may; but it will be some 
time before I shall have courage to try the 
ocean again. Then my home is very dear 
to me, desolate as it is. I should never 
have left it, had I been left to my own free 
will. And I think I must wait now until I 
ascertain if I have any relatives in Balti¬ 
more, who care to see me. Besides, no one 
can take the place of my poor Juanita, in 
accompanying me on a voyage.” 

Every day spent by St. Maur in the soci¬ 
ety of this charming girl deepened the in¬ 
terest he had taken In her.. He was too 
thoroughly honorable, however, to ac¬ 
quaint her with any sentiments he cher¬ 
ished toward her, save those of the great¬ 
est kindness and friendliness. She felt the 
delicacy and nobleness of his conduct to- ■ 
ward her, and showed her sense of it by 
trying to appear cheerful and even happy. 

St. Maur had supplied himself with read- 
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log matter of the best aad most refined sort; 
and this was a sonrce of untiring interest 
to both. Both, too, were skillful chess¬ 
players, and this, too, helped to wile away 
the time. Each .had inward griefs; but 
they strore to hide the pain that they in¬ 
flicted. 

And SB the voyage wore on, until the 
destined port came in eight. Then came 
the thought that ail this companionship 
might be ended forever. To St. Manr this 
idea was inexpressibly sad. He knew not 
if Olive Bochester would care If she should 
never see his face again. His stay must 
necessarily be short; and if be would know 
his fate, it must he important that he 
sbonid tell the story of bis love for her as 
soon as she should reach her home. 

To one as reticent as himself, it was no 
easy task to broach a subject upon which 
he was so wholly in the dark, as th-at of 
Hiss Bocbester’s feeling in regard to him¬ 
self. By no chance show of affection bad 
she ever intimated that she felt for him 
anything save the calm courtesy and serene 
trust in his honor which all must feel to¬ 
ward a man like St. Manr. At all times 
and from all people, he received this conr- 
tesy and this trust. 


It was only when he parted from her at 
her own door that she showed emotion, .and 
the sight of it sent a thrill to his heait. 
He never forgot her look, nor the clasp of 
her band at that parting. 

When the Ariadne sailed from Porto 
Bico, Olive Bochester was the promised 
bride of St. Maur. In her beautifnl home, 
six months afterwards, she became his 
wife. If we fall to give more than this 
passing record, it is because the wooing was 
so calm and serene—so free from passion¬ 
ate emotion, that it needs no burning and 
fervid words to depict it. And In the tran¬ 
quil years that have passed since the ineeit- 
ing of those two souls, Sti Haur has growh 
into the realization of all his hopes of hap¬ 
piness, and can truly say, “How much 
the wife is dearer than the bride.” 

The murderers of Captain Edgarton met 
with their punishment, when the bark ar¬ 
rived home. The negro affirmed to the 
last that the white man was the Instigator 
of the crime, and compelled him, by dread¬ 
ful threats, to perform bis bidding. Ood 
alone knows 1 
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